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The Prologue 
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r VW» houfholds both alike in dignitie, 

X (In fair e Verona where we lay our ’scene ) 
From ancient grudge , breake to new mutinie. 
Where ciuill bloud makes ciuill hands vne leans : 
From firth the fat all loynes of thefe two foes , 
pafre of Starr e-crofi louers take their lift: 
Whofe mifaduentur'd pittiom otter thr owes, 

Doth with their Death burie their Parents ftrife. 
.Fhefearefullpaffage of their Death-mar kt lone, ' 
And the continuance of their Parents rage. 

Which but their childrens cndjtought could remoue: 
Is now the two houres trafequeof eur Stage. 

Thewhich if you with patient earcs attend. 

What here fhall mijfe, our toy la Jhallfiriueto mend . 

■ ^arafl ‘fforv/icj fLcd r J 
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the most exce l- 

LENT AND LAMENTABLE 
Tragedie oFRomeo and 

I V L I E T. 

Enter Sampfon and Grcgori e, with Swords and BucHers, 
of the Bouf of Capulet. 

^Amp. Grrgcrie, on my word weele not carie Coles. 
*Greg. No, lor then we fhouldbe Collyers. 

ISamp. I mcane. and we be in choller, weele draw. 
\Greg, I while you line , drawe your Neckcoutof 
the Coyer.. 

Samp. I ftrike quickly being moued. 

Greg. Butahou art hot quickly moued toTlrikc. 
i'Samp. A dogge of the houfeof Mount ague mows me. 

Greg. Tomoue is toftirre, and to be valiant, is to (land, ‘ 
Therefore.if.thpu art moued thou run’ft away. 

Samp. A dog of that houfe fhall moue me to (land. 

I will take the wall of any Man orMaide of Afount agues, 

Greg. Thatfhewestheeawcakcflaue , for. the weaker! goes 
to the wall. 

Samp. Tis true , and therefore women being the weaker 
vcfTels are euer thrufl to the wall : therefore I will pufh Adorn- 
f agues men from the wall, and thruft his Maides to the wall. 

Greg. The quarrell is betweene ourmaftcrs,&vs their men. 

I Samp. Tis all one I will {hew my felfe a tyrant, when I haue 
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lought with the men, I will be cruell with the Maides, 1 will t 
hfftheir Heads. 

Grego. The heads ofthc Maides, , 

A % 








Samp. I the heads ofthemaides,or their maiden heads, take 
it in what fence thou wilt. 

Grego. They mud take it in fenfe , that fecle it. 

Samp. Methcyfliallfeele, whilelamabletoftand, and tis 
knowne 1 am a pretty peece of flefh, 

Tis well thou art not fifh , if thou hadft , thou hadft 
becne poore Iohn : draw thy toole here conies ofthehoufe of 
Mount agues. 

Enter two other feruingmen. 

Samp. My naked weapon is out, quarrell,I will back thee 
I Greg. How, turne thy back and runne? 

t Sam p Feare me nor. 

| gre. No marrie , I feare thee. 

SampT Let vs take the Law of our (ides , let them begin. 

Gre. Iwill frowncasIpafleby,& let them cake it as they lift. 
Samp. Nay as they dare,Iwill bite my thumb at them, which 
is a difgrace to them if they beare it. 

•I jibra. Doe you bite your thumb at vs fir? 

i Samp. I doe bite my thumd fir. 

j uibra. Doe you bite your thumb at vs fit? 

I Samp. Is the Law of our fide if I fay I? 

Gre. No. 

Samp. No fir, I doe not bit.c my thumb at you fir, butl bite 

f t my thumb fir. 

Gre. Doeyouquarrell fir? 

Mra. Quarrell fir, np fir. 

Samp. But if you doe fir , I am for you , I ferue as good a 
man as you. 

jibra. No better. 

Samp. Well fir. Enter Beuuolio. r . 

gre. Say better, here comes one of my Maifters kmfmcn. 
Samp. Yes better fir. ( 

Abra. You lie. , , ' . 

Samp. Draw ify ou be men,Gr^«r»>,tcmember thy fwafbnig 

bio we. "thejjight. 

Bern. Part fooles, put vp your fwords , you know not wha 

? oudoc Em 



merger - '• — yj^itvmeo arm lUitet. 

Enter Tib alt. 

Tibalt. What art thou drawne among thefe hartleffe hind*: 
time thee Benuolio , lpoke vpon thy death. 

Ben. I doe but keepe the peace, put vp thy fword, 
or roannage it to part thefe men with me. 

Tib. VVhat drawne and talke of peace? I hate the word, 
as I hate hell, all Mountagues and thee: 

Haue at thee coward. , 

Enter three or four e Citizens with clubs or party font. 

Off. Clubs , Billes and Partyfons, ftrike , beate them downe, 
Downe with the Capulet s t downc with the Mountagues. 

: Enter old Capulet in hisgowne ,and his Wife. 

Capu. VVhat noy fc is this? giue me my long fword hoe, 
wife. A crowch, a crowch, why call you for a fword? 

Cap. My fword I fay, old Mountague is come. 

And floriflies his blade in fpightofme. 

Enter old Mountague and his Wife. 

Moun. Thou villainc Capulet , hold me not, let me goe. 

\ M .Wife. z. Thou{halcnotfiironefooteta.fcekeafoe, 

Enter Prince Eskales, mthhis traine. 

Prince. Rebellious fubie&s enemies to peace, 

Propbaners of this neighbour-ttairsed fteele, 

Will they not heare? what ho, you men.youbeafts: 

That quench the fire of yoHr pernicious rage. 

With purple fountaines iffuing from your vcines: 

On paine of torture , from thofe bloudy hand* 

Throw your mifiempered weapons to the ground 

And heare the fentence of yourmoued Prince. ■ ' 

Three ciuill brawles bred ofan ayrie word 

By thee old Capulet and Mountague^ - ‘ 

Haue thrice difturbde the quiet of our ftreets 
And made XJeronas auncient Citizens, S 

Caft by their graue befeeming ornaments. 

To wield old partizans, in hands as old, 6 

Cancred with peace , to party our cancred hate? 

JL eucryou difturbeour ftreets againe, 

* 0Ur ^ Ues lhall pay the forfeit of chepeace, 

A 3 For 




T he mcjt Lament a&le *r r&gefoe ■ 

For this time all the red depart away: 

You Cafttltt fihall goe along with me. 

And CMountagne come you this afternoone, 

To know our farther pleafure in this cafe: 

To old Free-towBe, our common judgement place: 

Once more on paine of death, all men depart. 

Exeunt, 

Mount. Who fet this aoncient quarrell new abroach? 
Speakc Nephew, were you by, when it began? 

Ben. Here were the feruantsofyouraduerfaric 
And yours clofe fighting ere I did approach, 

I drew to part them , in the inftant came 
The fiery TiMt } with his fword prepard, 

Which as he breath’d defiance to my eares, 

He fwong about his head and cut the windes, 

Who nothing hurt withall, hift him in fcorne: 

While we were enterchanging thruft and blowes. 

Came more and more, and fought on part and part, 

Till the Prince came ,whe parted either part. 

jvife. O where is Romeo , faw you him to day? 

Right glad am I , he was not at this fray. 

Ben. Madam, an houre before the worfhipt Sunne. 
Peerde forth the Golden window of the Eart, 

A troubled mind drauemee to walke abroad, 

Where vnderlieath the groueofSyramour, 

That Weft ward rooteth from this City fide: 

So early walking did I fee your fonne. 

Towards him I made , but hee was ware ofhnee, 

And ftole into the couert of the wood, 

1 meafuring his affeaions by my owne. 

Which then moft fought, where moil might not be found. 
Being one to many by my weary felfe, 

Purfued my humour, not purluing his., 

And oladly fhunned ,who gladly fled from me. 

Mount. Manya morning hath he there bcenefeene, 

With teares augmenting the trefh mornings de3W , 
Adding to cloudes , more clouds with his deq>e fighes. 







of Romeo dnd Juliet . 

But all fo Cootie as the all cheering Sunne, 

Should in the fartheft Eaft begin to draw. 

The fhadie curtaines from Aurora bed. 

Away from light fteales home my heauy fonne. 

And priuatein his Chamber pennes hirafclfe, 

Shuts yp his windowes, locks faireday.light our. 

And makes himfelfc an artificiall night, 

Blackeand protendous muft this humour prouc, 

VnlefTe good Counfell may the caufe remoue. 

Ben . My noble vncle doe you know the caufe? 

Moun. I neither know it, nor can learne of him. 

Ben. Haueyou impottunde himby any meancs? 

Moun. Both by my felfe and many other friends,. 

But hee his owne affe&ions Counfeller, 

Is to himfelfe( I will not fay how true) 

But to himfelfc fo fecret and fo clofe. 

So farre from founding and difeouery. 

As is the bud bit with an enuious worme, 

Ere hee can fpread his fweete leaues to the ayre. 

Or dedicate his beauty to the fame. 

Could we but learne from whence his forrowes grow. 

We would as willingly giue cure, as know. 

Enter Romeo. 

Benu. Sre where hee comes, fo pleafe you ftep afide 
lie know his greeuance or bee much denide. 

Moun. I would thou wertfo happy by thy flay. 

To heare true lhrift,comc Madam jets away. 

Benuol. Good morrow Coufin. tuut 

R mco. Is the day fo young? 

B n. But new ftrooke nine. 

Romeo. Ay me fad houres feeme long • 

Was that my father ’bat went hencefo faft ? 

Ben. It was : what fadneffe lengthens W*,«houre S ? 
Rom.. Not haumg that, which hauing, makes them fhort. 






T*rn, In louc* 
Rftvco Out, 
Ben. Ofloue* 
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The moft Lament Me t ragedie 

Bpnt. Out of her faiiour where I am in loue. 

Beni Alas that louc fo gentle in his view, 

Should bee fo tyranous and rough in proofe. 

Romeo. Alas that loue, wfeofe view is muffled ftill, 
Should without eyes, fee path-waies to his wil: 

Where (hall we dine? O me: what fray was here? 

Yet tell me net, for I haue heard it all: 

PJgffs much to doe with hate, but more with loue. 
Why then O brawling loue , O louing hate, 

O any thing of nothing firft created: 

O heauielightncflc, ferious vanity, 

Mi^apcn Chaos of welfecming formes. 

Feather of lead, bright fmoke, cold fier,ficke health. 
Still 'waking fleepe, that is not what it is. 

This loue feele I, that fccle no loue in this, . 

Doeft thou not laugh? 

Ben. No Coze, 1 rather weepe. 

Tbm. Good heart at what? 

Ben. At thy good hearts oppression. 

Romeo. Why fuchisloues tranfgrclsion. 

Griefes of my ownelie heauy in my brelt. 

Which thou wilt propagate to haue it preit, 

With more of thin,, this loue th,t thou 
Doth ad mote gtiafe. to too much of «« ?*J«- 
Loue is a fmoke made with the fume of fighes. 
Being purg’d, afire fparkUngin leuers eyes , 

Being vext, a fea nouriftit with loumg teares. 

What is U elfe? a madneffe moft difereet, 

A choking gall, and a preferuing fwcet. 

Farewell nay Coze. 

Ben. Soft*! will goe along. 

. • . • ' . v^y * ^ r 
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Sim Bid a fickc man in fadneffe make his Will: 

A m «gd toot., that i, fo ill t 

In fadneffe Couzen,! doe loue a woman. ■ 

Ben. I aymd fo neare.when I iuppos d you lou d. 

Rom. A right good marke-roan.and foee s faire I loue, 
Ben. A right faire marke, faire Coze is foonefi hit. 

Romeo Wcll.in that hit y< u miffe, (heel not be hit 
With Cupids arrow, (he hath TSians wit: 

And in ftrong proofe of chalhcic well atmd^ 

From loues wcake child ifh Bow (he Hues .charmd. 

Shec will not (lay thefiege of louing tearmes. 

Nor bide th’ incountcr of affailmg eyes. 

Nor ope her l ap to Saind-feducing gold, 

O (he is rich in beautie, onely poore. 

That when dyes, with beautie dyes her ftore. - 

Ben. Then fhe hath fworne, that! (he will rtill li«e chaft? 
Rom. She hath, and in that fparingmakes hugewaft: 

For beautie fteru’d with her feueritie. 

Cuts beautie off from all pofteritic. 

She is to faire, too wi(e, wiicly too fpire. 

To merit bhflc,by making me dsfpaire : 

She hath forfworne to loue, and in that vow. 

Doe I huedead,that Hue to tell' it now. 

Ben. Be rulde by me, forget to thinkeof her. 

Rom. O teach me how 1 fhould forget to thinke. 

Bp. By giuiftg liberty vnto thine eyes. 

Examine other beauties. 

Ro. T’is the way to call hers (exquifitc) in queftion more, 
Thefe happic Maskts that kifle faire Ladies browes. 

Being blacke, puts vs inminde theylude the faire; 

He that is ftrooken blind, cannot forget 
The precious rreafure of his eye-fight loft, 

Shew me a Mif fris th it is paflmg faive. 

What doth her beautie ferue'but as a noie. 

Where I may reade who part that pafflng faire : 

Fare well thou canft not teach me to forget, , 

Ben. lie pay that dudtrinc, or die dye in dcbt. Exempt. 

B.- • Enter 







'j tjc ffioJJ juffiifiYfltirfl't'l YSgeuTZ 

Enter Capulet, Countie Paris, and the Clow» ta 
C*t»- And Mount ague is bound as well as I, 

In penal ty alike, and ’tis not hard I thinke. 

For men f© old as we to kecpe the peace. 

*Par. Of honourable reckoning are you both. 

And pittie tis you lin’d at ods fo long : 

But now my Lord, what fay you to my fute ? 

Capse. But faying ore what I haue faid before, 

My child is yet a ftranger in the World, 

Sheehath not feene the change of fourtceneyeares. 
Let two more Summers wither in their pride 
Ere we may thinke her ripe to be a Bride. 

Pari. Y ounger then fhe,arc happie Mothers made. 
Capu. And too foonc mard are thofe fo early made; 
The earth hath fwallowed all my hopes but (he. 

She is the hopefull Lady ofmy earth : 

But wooe her gentle Paris, get her heart. 

My will to her confent, is but a part. 

And fhe agree, within her fcope ofehoife. 

Lyes my confent, and faire according voice ; 

This night I hold, an old aceuft omd Feaft, 

Whereto I haue inuited many a gueft, 

Suth as loue, and you among the ftore. 

One more (moft welcome) makes my number more : 
At my poorc houfe, looke to behold this night. 

Earth treading flarres, that make datke heauen light. 
Such comfort as doe luftie yong men feele, 

When well appareld osiprill on theheele 
Of limping winter treads, euen fuch delight 
Among frefh Fennell buds fhall you this night 
Inherit at my houfe.heare all, all fee 
And like her moll , whole merit moll fhall be : 

* Which on more view of many, mine being one. 
May Hand in number, though in reckning none. 
Come goe with me, goe firrah trudge about, 
Through faire Verona , find.thofc perfons out, 
Whofe names are written there, and to them fay, 



My 



luitcT 

My houfe and welcome, on their pleafure flay. ^ 

Ser. Find them out whofe names are written. Here it is writ- 
ten.thac the Shoo-maker fhoold meddle with his yard, and the 
Tayler with his Laft, the Fj fher with his Penfill, and the Painter 
with his Nets. But I am fent to find thole perfons whofe names 
are heeewrit,andcan neuer find what names the writing perfon 
hath here writ (! mud to the Learned) in good time. 

Enter Bcnuolio, *»dRomec>. 

Ben. Tut man one fire burnes out anochers burning, 

One paine is lefned by anothers angutfh : 

Turne giddie,and beholpe by backward turning; 

One deiperatc griefe, cures with an others languilh : 

Take thoufptne newfnfedHon to the eye. 

And the ranke poyfon «f the old will dye. 

Romeo. YourPIantan leafeis excellent for that. 

'Ben. For what I pray thee ? 

Rom. For your broken Ihin. 

Ben. Why Romeo art thou mad? 

"Rpm. Not mad,but bound more then a mad man is: 

Shut vp in Prifon, kept withour my food, 

Whipt and totmented.and Godden good fellow, 

Ser. Godgigoden, I pray fir can you reade ? -t 

Rem. I mine ownc fortune in my miferie. 

Ser. Perhaps you haue learned it without booke: 

But I pray can you reade any thing you fee? 

Rem. I if I know the Letters and the Language. 

Ser. Y e fay honeftly, reft you merry. 

Rom. Stay fellow, I can reade. 

He reades the Letter. 

^'Etgneur Martino, and his wife and daughters : County AnfeJme 
^J.inahis beauteous fitters . the Lady widdow ofV truuio,5«^»e#r 
Placcntio,<?»</ his LhcIjN ?«■£<;/: Mcrcuti o and his brother Val cn- ' 
Ro ! ™ ne ? ncle C^lcthiswsfe and daughters imy faire Need 

T y b » it! 

A fatre Affembly, whither lhould they come? 

B a $ tu 
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The mjl Lamentable T rageUie 

Ser Vp. 

Re. Whither to fupper. 

Ser. To our houfe. 

Re, Whofe houfe? 

S <r. My MaiRers. 

'Ro, Indecde I ftipuld haue askt you that before. 

Ser. Now He tell you without asking. My Maifler it the 
great rich Capulet, & if you be not of the houfe of Mount agues, 
3 pray come and crush a cup of wine. Reft you merry. 

Ben. At this fame atfncient fcaft of Capuicts, 

Sups the faire Refiling whom thou fo loues: 

With all the admired beauties of Vtron 4, 

Goe thither and with vnattainted eye, 

Compare her face with fome that I fhall fhew. 

And I will make thee thinke thy fwan a crow. 

Ro. When the deuout religion of mine eye, 

Maintained fuch falfh >od, then turne tcares to fire.’ 

A«d rhefe who often drownd, could neucr die, 

T ranfparent Heietiqucs he burnt for liers, 

O.se fairer then my loue? the all feeing Sun 
Ncrefaw her match, linccfirH-ihe world begun. 

Ben. Tut, you law hevfajre none elfe being by. 

Her felfe poyfde with hot lelfe in eyther eye: 

But in that ChriftaU-fcalcs let there be waid. 

Your I.adies loue agsinft fome other maid. 

That 1 will fhew you fhioing at this 

Andfhe fhall fcant fhew well, that now fhewes beft. 

Ro, lie goe along no fuch fight to be fhownc. 

But to reioyce in fplcridor ofmine ownr. 

Enter Capulecs Wife and JJurfe. ^ 

Wife. Nurfe wher’s my daughter? call her forth to me. 

Nurfe* Now bj mj maidenhead , attwelne yart old l b ad * 
cvbhp 0b‘4t Lamb' what Lady -bird y God for bid, 

fPhtm this Gtrle ? what luliet.' v t . 

Enter Juliet# 

Juliet. How now who calls? 

Nur. Tour mother. 

•.“Vi c <i •' 
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6f Romttan&wtet^ 1 

Madam lam here, whatis your will? 

h wrfr This is the matter. Nurfe giue leaue a while , we muft 
?J ' fecret . Nurfe come backe againe , I hauc remerobred 
me^thou’fe heart our cQunfcll. Thou knoweft my daughter’s 

° f Nm fc! Taitb I can tell her Age vnte an home. 

Wife . .Shees not fourteene. , . _ , 

Nurfe. He lay fourteene of my teeth, &yet to my tetnt be ttjpokfu, 
J haue but fture, fl>ees not fourteene. 
flow long it it now ta Lammas tide? 

Wife. A fortnight and oddedayes, 

Nurfe. £#r» or odd,of all data tn they cere come Lammas Sue at 

night /ball fie befourthne.%\\^andfie,(fodrcH aH Chnftian fouls, 

were of an age. Well Sufan is with God,fiee was to good Jar me. But 
as l faidon Lammas Sue at night fiailfiee bee fourteene , then, find 
fieemarrie , 1 remember it well. Tts flnee the Sarth-qu ik* now 
eleuen yeares,and fie was weand J neuerfialJ forget it, of all the dates 
of the yeare if on that day. fori had then laid worme wood to my 
dug ft ttng in the S unne vnder the DcUe houfe wall. Cfry Lord a.xd 
ym were then at Mantua, nay 1 doe be are a bratne. But as 1 f aide, 
when tt did tali 1 he worme wood on the nipple of my Dngge , and 
felt tt bithr , pretty foole , to fee it teachte and fall out wi'h the Dug, 
Shaky quoth the Dotie-heu/e,twM no neede 1 trow to bid mpe trudge : 
and fince that time it is aleften y ear es, for then (bee could ft and alone , 
nay bithroodc fie could haue rume andwadUAMl about \ for euen 
the day before {he {roly her brow, and then my Hu/band God bf with 
his fou/e, areas amerry man , took* vp the child. yeaqftoth hte, doeft 
thou fall vpon 1 by face ? thou wilt fail ba. kjward when thou haft more 
wit, wilt thou net lulc? tsdnd by my holy dam , the pretty wretch left 
trying, and feud I: tojee now how a leftfiall come about. 1 warrant , 
and 1 fiallliue a thoufand yearet, l neucr fhould forget it : wilt thou 
not Iule quoth he? and prety foole it fluted, an/ifatd /. , - 

Old La. Inough of this, I pray thee hold thy peace. 

Nurfe. Yes Madam ,+yet l cannot chuje but laugh , to thinke it 
fh uid leant crying and fay 1 randy et I warrant it had vpon tt brow, a 
bompe as b,g as ay tug Coihvlsflone? a per tlo tie knock., audit cried 
bitterly. Ta quoth my huf band, faLiloponthyface, thou wiUfall 

B a t '* - J 



m 



1 







T ti? mvjrnamemwiF i rageaie 






i 



I U '-. "■ 



iLJfc 



backward when thou commeft to age: wilt thou not I tile ) It flktei 
and fat 4 I. 

Ittlt. And ftir.tfhoutoojlpray thee Nurfe, fay T. 

Nurfc. Peace f bane done : Cj od marine tbcc too his grace , then 
reafl tkeprettufl Bale that ere 1 nurfl, and I might liut to fee thee 
marry id once. 1 haue fnywifh. 

Old La, Marry that marry is the very Theame 
Icamc t» talke of, tell nre daughter Itilict, * 

How (lands your difpoficions to be marrycd? 

luli. It is an hourc mac I dreame not of. 

Nurfe. Anhcurt,were not I onely Nurfe,! would fay thou hedjl 
fuckg thy wifdoixefrom thy teat. 

Old La. Well thinke of Marriage now, yonger then you 
Here in V trona , Ladies of efteeme. 

Are made already mothers by my count, 

I was your mother, much vpon thefe ycarcs 
That you are now a Maidc, thus then in briefc : 

The valiant Tarisi cekes you for bis Loue. 

Nurfc. A manyong Lady, Lady,fuch a man as ah the world. 
Why hees a man of waxe. 

Old La. Veronas Summer bath not fucb a flower, 

Nurfe. Nay, hees a flower, w faith a very freer. 

OldLa . What fay you, can you loue the Gentleman. 7 
This night you fhall behold him at our Feaft, 

Read ore the volume of yong Tans face. 

And find delight, writ there with beauties Pen, 

Examine euery feuerali liniament. 

And fee how one an other lends content : 

And whatobfeurde in this faire Volume lyes, 

Find written in the margeant of his eyes. 

This precious Bookc of Loue, this vnbound Louer, 

To beautifie him, onely lackes a Coucr. 

The fifti lines in the Sea.and tis much pride 
For faire without/the faiic within to hide : 

That Booke in manieseyes doth (hare the glorie, 

That in.gold clapfes, locks in the^golden florie i 

So (hall y ou (hare all that he doth pofftfle, g 
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By hatting him, making your felfe no lefle. u 'vl ---- n 
Nurfe. No lefle, nay bigger women grow by men. . 

OldLa. Speake briefely can you like of Pttris loue? 
lull. Iielooke to like, if looking liking moue. 

But no more deepc will I endart mync eye 

Then your content giues ftrength to make it flyc. Enter feruing. 

Strning. Madam, the guefts are come, fupper feru’d vp, you 
cald, my yong Lady askt for , the Nurfe curft in the Pantrie, 
and euery thing in extremities I muft hence to waite, 1 befeech 
you follow ftraighc. 

Mo. We follow thee,/#//*/ the Countie flayes. 

Nurfe. Goe gyrle, feeke happie nights to happie day os. 

Exeunt . 

Enter Romeo, Mercuric, Benuolio,w’/<i^«/er fix other 
Mailers , Torch-bearers. 

Borneo. What (hall this fpeech be fpoke for our excufe ? 

Or (hall wc on without Apologie ? 

Ben. The date is out of fuch prolixitie, 

Weelc bane no Cupid , hood-winckt with a Skarfe, 

Bearing a Tartars painted Bow of Lath, 

Skaring the Ladies like a Grow-keeper. 

But let them meafure vs by what they will, 

Wcele meafure them a meafure and be gone. 

Rom. Giue me a 7 orch, I am not for this amblin^ 

Being but heauie I will beare the light. °* 

Mercu. Nay gentle Romeo, wemuft haueyou dance. 
r? 1 , 1 h clecUe me,you haue dancing (hoees 

With nimble foies, I haue a foule oflead 

So flakes me to the ground I cannot moue. 

Cfl/er. You are a Louer, borrow Cupids wings. 

And (ore with them abouc a common bound. 

Romeo. 1 am too fore enpearced with his (haft. 

To foare w.th his light feathers, and fo bound, 

J cannot bound a pitch aboue dull woe, 

Vndcr loucs heauie burthen doe I finke. 

Too eTeTtooorlflh ^ h ? ould buithc « loue, 

n re ** °Ppi«ffion (or a tender thing.. 

Rmw 
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Romeo. Is loue a tender thing ? it in to rough. 

Too rude, tooboiffrous, and it pricks like thorn e. 

M-r. If loue be rough with you, be rough with loue 
Pnck loue for pricking, and you beat loue downe, 

Giue me a cafe to put my vifage in; 

A vifor for a viior, what care I 
What curious eye doth quote deformities: 

Here are the beetle browes fhalFblufli for me. 

Be», Come knocke and enter , and no fooner in, 

But eucry man betake him to his legs, 

Ro. A torch forme , letwantons light ofheart 
Tickle the fencelefle rufties with their hecks; 
ForTampvoucrb’d with agraunfire Phrafe, 
lie be a candle-holder and looke on, 

The game was nerefofaire ,and I am dun. 

Mer. Tut, duns the moufe, the Contlables owne word 
If thou art dnn, week draw thecYrom the mire 
Or faue you reuerenceloue , wherein thou Mickeft 
Vp to the cares, come we burne day-light ho. 

Rom. Thatsnotfo. 

Met, I meane fir in delay, 

We wafteour lights in vaine, Lights Lights by day : 

Take our good meaning, for our lodgements fits, 

Fiue times in that, ere once in our fine wits. 

Rom. And we meane well in going to this Maske, 

But tis no ^vit'to goe. 

Mer. Why may one aske ? 

Rom. IdrcamptaDreametonight. 

Mer. And fo didl. 

Rom. Well, what was yours? 

tMer. That dreamers often lye. 

Ro. In bed a fleepe while they doe dreamc things true, 

Mtr, O then I fee Queene Mab hath beerie with you: . 

Shee is the Fairis midwife , and fhee comes in fhape no bigg f 
then an Agat ftone, on the forefinger ofan Alderman , draw' jj 
with a teeme of little atomies, oner mens notes as they l‘ f 
fleepether waggon fpokes made of long fpinnerslegsnhe 
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,, e wine* of gratfe-hoppers.her traces ofthe fmalleft Spider 

f K hTr collers of thcmoon-ftiines watry beames.ber whip of 

r C -rk«s bone the lafli of Philome, her waggoner, a fmall gray 
Ctl 1 k ?P me not halfe fo bigge as a round little worme, pnekt 

H«Ctari«U an emptie Kaf.ll 
h Af hv the Ioyner fquircell or old Grub, time out a mind, 
the*Fanes Coach- makers^and in (he gallop, night by 

Zht through louers brain., and then they dtearae of lono.On 
Courtier, knees i that dteameon Cntfie. (trait, ore lawyer, 
fingers who flrait dreamc on tees, ore Ladies lips who ftraic on 
kifles dreame , which oft the angry Mab with blifters plagues, 
becaufe their breath with fweet meates tainted are. Sometime 
fhcc gallops ore a Courtiers nofc,and then dreames he of fmel- 
ling out a fute : and fomtime comes fhec with a tithe-pigs tale, 
tickling a Parfons nofe as a lies a fleepe, then he dreames of an- 
other Benefice. Sometime Ihee driueth ore a fouldiers necke, 
and then dreames hee of cutting forraine throats, of breaches, 
ambufeados, fpanilh blades: Of healths fiue fadome deepe, and 
then anon drums in his care, at Which bee ftam.and wakes, and 
bemg thus frighted, fwcarcs a prayer or two,and fleepes againc: 
this is that very Mab that plats the manes of horfes in the 
night: and bakes the Elflocks in foule fluttifti haires , which 
once vntaBgled, much misfortune bodes. 

This is the Hag, when Maids lie on their backs. 

That preffes them, and learnes them firft to beare. 

Making them women of good carriage; 

This is (bee. 

Romeo. Peace, peace, Mereutio peace. 

Thou talkft of nothing. / 

Merc. True, I talke of dreames: 

Which are the children of an idle braine. 

Begot of nothing but vaine phantafie: 

Which is as thin of fub fiance as the ayre. 

And more inconftant then the wind, who wooes 
Euen now the frozen bofome ofthe North; 

And being angred puflres away from thence. 

Turning his fide to the dew-dropping South. 

C ’Ben, 
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Ben. This wind you talke of, blowes vs from our feiuen 
Supper is done, and we fhall come too late. » 

Ro. I feare too early, for my mind mifgiues 
Some confequence yet banging in the ftarres * 

Shall bitterly begin his fearcfull date * 

With this nights reuels, and expire the terme 
Of a delpifed life clofde in my breft : 

By fome vile forfeit of vntimely death. 

But he that hath the ftirrage of my courfe 
Diredt my futet on luflic Gentlemen. 

'Ben. Strike Drum. 

"Tnej march about the Stage , and Struingmen eontg 
forth with Napkins. 

Enter Romeo. 

Ser Where* Porpao that he helpes not to take away? 

He inirt a trencher, he ferape a Trencher ? 

1. When good manners fail lye. all in one or two mtns 
hands, and they vnwafln to, tis a foulc thing. 

Ser. Away with theioyn-llooles.rcmoue the Court-cubbfrt, 
looke to the Plate, good thou, faue mec a piece oi Marchpane, 
and as thou lours me, let the Porter letin Stefan Grm&onl aii 
Nell, Avtbonte and Pot pan. J 

2. I Boy readie. 

Ser. You are Iookt for, and cald for,askt for, and fought for 
in the great Chamber. 

3 ‘ ^Ye cannot be here and there too, chearely boyes 

Be brisk awhile, and the longer liuer take all. ’ 

Exeunt. 

Enter all the gttefls and Gentlewomen to the 

Maskers. 

i. Capti. Welcome Gentlemen, Ladies that haue their toes 
Ynplagucd withCornes.will walke about with you: 

Ah my MiHreffes,which of you all 

Will now denie to dance, fhe that makes daintie, 

She lie fweare nath Comes .• am I come neavc you now ? 
Welcome Gentlemen, I haue feenethe day 
That I haue worse a Vifor and could tell 
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A whifpeting Tale in a faire Ladies eare : 

Such as would pleafertis gone,tis gone, tis gone. 

You are welcome Gentlemen, come Mufitisns play : 
tJHitfickf plages } and they dance. 

A hall, a hall, giue roome,#nd foote it girles. 

More light you Knaues, and turne thcTables vp : 

And quench the fire, the roomc is growne too hot* 

Ah firrah, this vnlookt for fport comes well# 

Nay lit, nay fit, good Cozin Capulet , 

Foryou and I are part our dancing dayes: 

How long ill nowfiuce laft your I'clfc and I * 

Were in a Ma.ke? 

2. Capn. Berlady thirtie yeares. 

1. Capn. What man tis not fo mucb,tis not fo much, 
Tis fincc the Nuptiall of Lttcientio, ) 

Come Pcntycoft as quickly as it will. 

Some fiue and twentie yeares, and then wemaskt. 

2. Capn. Tis more, tis more, his fonne is elder fir : 

His fonne i s thirtie. 

t. Capn. Wi 1 you tell me that ? 

His fonne was but a Ward two yeares agoe. 

Ro. What Ladie is that which doth m rich the hand 
Of yonder Knight? 

Ser. I know not fir. 

‘fy. O file doth teach the Torches to burne blight s 
It feemes fhe hangs vpon the cheeke of night. 

As a rich Iewcll in an ALchiops eare,- 
Beautie too rich for vfe, for earth toodcare : 

So fliewes a fnowc Douc trooping with Crowes 
As yonder Lady ore her fell owes fhowes : 

The meafiire done, He watch her place of ftand. 

And touching hers,make bleffed my rude hand. 

Did my heart lone till now,forfweare it fight, 
a £ faw true beautie till this night. 

F „, Th,s by his v °y«> fitould be a Montague. 

Fetch me my Rapier Boy, what dares the fUue 

Come hethercouertl with an antique face, ' 

C a 








The me]t LamentWle Tragffle 

To fleere and fcorne at our folemnitie? 

Now by the ftocke and honour of my kin, 

To ftrike him dead I hold it not a fin. 

Capu. Whyhownow kinfman where fore fioitne you f > 
Tib, Vnclethisa Mount ague owx foe: 

A Villaine that is hither come in fpight, - 
To fcorne at our folemnitie this night. 

Capu. Yong Romeo is it. 

Tib. Tis he, that Villaine Rtmeo. 

C apt*. Contc nu hec gentle Coze, let him alone, 

A beares him like a por*ly Gentleman : 

And to fay truth , Veren a brags of him. 

To be a vcrtuoWs and well gouernd youth, 

I would not for the wealth of all this Towne, 

Here in my houfe doe him difparagement : 

Therefore be patient, take n© note of him. 

It is my will,the which if thou refpeft. 

Shew a faire prefence, and put off thefe frownes. 

An ill befeemingfcmblancefor aFeaft. 

Tib. It fits when fuch a Villaine is agueft. 

He not endure him. 

Capu. He {hall be endured. 

What goodman Boy, I fay he (hall, goe too, 
AmltheMaflerhereoryou? goetoo, 

Youle not endure him, God (hall mend my foule, 

Youle make a mutinie among my gueftw 
You will fet a Cock a hoope, youle be the man. 

Tib. Why Vncle, tis a fhame. 

Capu. Goetoo, goetoo. 

You are a fawey Boy, ift fo indeed ? 

This tricke may chance to foath you I know what. 

You muft contrary me, marry tis time, 

Well faid my hcarts,you are a Princox, goe. 

Be quiet.er more light, more light for (hame, 
lie make you quiet(what) chearely my hearts. 

TV. Patience perforce, with wilfnll choler meeting, 

Makes my fle(h tremble in their different greeting: ^ 
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T «,ffl withdraw but this fotrufion (hall ^ 

It famine fweet,conueitto bitter gall. Exit c 

N kT If I prophane with ray vnworthieft hand, 

This holy (hrine,the gentle finne is this, 

lips two blufhing Pilgrims d,d rcadie ftand. 

To fomotl 1 that rough touch with a tender kiffe. 

/* Good Pilgrime you doe wrong your hand too much 

Which mannerly deuotionjhewes in this. 

For Saints hauc hands, that Pilgrims hands doe tuch, 

And palme to palme is holy Palmers kiffe. 

%t. Hauenot Saints lips and holy Palmers too? 

ln 'li. I Pilgrim, lips that they muff vfe in Prayer. 

\ Rom. O then deare Saint, letlips doc whathanc doe. 
They pray, (grant thou) leaft faith turne to defpaire. 

M Saints doe not moue, though grant for Prayers fake. 
Ro. Then moue not while my Prayers* e#e6t I take, 

Thus from my lips.by thine my fin is purg’d. 

In. Then haue my lips the fin that they haue tooke. 

Re. Sin from my lips, O trcfpaffe fwcetly vrgd; 

Giue me my fin againe. 

luli. You kiffe bithbooke. 

Nitr. Madam your mother craues a word with you. 

Rom. What is her mother? 

Nur. MarrieBatcheler, 

Her mother is the Ladie erf the houfe. 

And a good Ladie, and a wife and vertuous, 

I nur ft her daughter that you talkt withall: 

1 tel! you, he that can lay hold of her. 

Shall haue the chineks. 

Rom. Is (he a fapulct ? 

0 deare account ! my life is my foes debt. . ; ^ . 

Ben. Away, be gone, the fport is at the beft. 

Rom. I fo I ieare.the more is-my vnreft. ? 

0 »P»- Nay Gentlemen prepare not to be gone ? 

We haue a trifling foolifh Banquet towards : 

Is it enefo ? why then I thanke you all. 

1 thanke yoi^honeft Gentlemen, goc * 
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More Torches here.come on, du n lets to bed. 

Ah firrah, by my fay it waxes late. 

He to my red. 

Ih!i. Come hither Nurfe, what is yond Gentleman ? 
Nurf. The fonne and heire of old Tjtberio. 
lull. Whatshc that now is going out of the doore ? 
Nurf. M arrie that 1 thinke be yong Petrucheo. 

Iuli. Whats he that followes here that would not dance? 
Nurf. I know not. 

Iuli. Goe askehisname,if hebemarryed. 

My graue is like to be my wedding bed. 

Nurf. H is name is Romeo , and a Mount ague , 

The onely fonne of your great Enemie. 

Iuli. My onely Loue fprung from my onely hate. 

Too early fcene,vnknowne,and knownc too late. 
Prodigious birth of loue it is to mee, . 

That I mull loue a lothed Enemie. 

Nurf. Whats tis? what tis ? 

I tt. A Rime I learnt euen now 
Of one I danftwithall. . 

One cuts within Iuliet. 

Nurf. Anon, anon : 

Come lets away, the (hangers are all gone. 
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Chorus. 

How old delire doth in his death- bed lye. 

And yong affe&ion gapes to be his heire, 

Thatfaire for which loue gron’de for and would dye, 
With tender lultet matchc,is now notfaire. 

Now “Rpmeo is beloued,and loucs againe, 

A like bewitched by the charme of lookes : 

But to his foe fuppofde he mud complaint. 

And (he lie ale loues fweet bait from fcarcfull hoekes : 
Being held a foe,he may not hauc accefle 
To breath fuch vowes as Loners vfe to fweare. 

And (he as much in loue, her meanes much ldfe, 

To meete her new bcloucd any whero j 



> meete. 
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But paflton lends them P ower, time meanes to 
Tempring extremities with extreamefweete. 

En ter Romeo 4 lone 
Pom. Can I goe forward when my heart is here, 

Twrne backe dull earth and find thy Center out. 

E»ter Benuolio, with Mercutio. 

Ben. Romeo, my Cozen Romeo, Romeo. 

Mer. He is wifej& on my life hath ftolne him home to bed. 
Ben, H e ran this way and leapt this Orchard w all. 

Call good Mercutio : 

Mer. Nay lie coniure too. 

Romeo, humours, madam, pa(fion,louer, 

Appeare thou in the likeneflc of a ligh, 

Speake but one rime and I am fatisfied: 

Cry but gy me.pronounee but loue and die, 

Speake to my Goflip Venus one faire word, 

One nickname for her pur-blind fonne and heire 5 

Yong Abraham Cupid: he that (hot fo true. 

When King f'ophetu* lou’d the Begger-maide, 

He heareth not, he ftirreth not , he moucth nor. 

The ape is dead, and I muft coniure him; 

I coniure thee by Rofalines bright eyes. 

By her high forehead , and her Scarlet lip. 

By her fine foote , firaigln leg, and quiuering thigh. 

And the demeanes, that there adiacent lie. 

That m thy likenefie thou appeare to vs. 

Ben, And if he heare thee thou wilt anger him. 

Mer, This cannot anger him; t’would anger him 

To raife a fpirit in his mifirefle circle, 

O' fonie firange nature, letting it there (land 
Till lhcehad laideit, andconiured itdownc 
That were fome fpight. 

fcoCnnT and ,- honcft ’ and ' nh ' s miflreffe name. 

1 cm.iure onely but to rafie V p him. 

T , ,hehath hid hitnfelfe among thefc tree* 

Jo W„ md with the h um „ ous nj h „* 

Bliiui 1> his tout, and-bclt bcfiis ,he darkc. 
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Met. Ifloue be blind , lour cannot bit the marks. 

Now will he fit vnder a Metier tree, ; . . * _ 

And wi(b his miftreffe were that kind of fruit. 

As tnaides call Medless when they laugh alone, 

0 Romeo that (hee were , O that (bee were 
Anopen & catera, and thou a Poperin Pcare. 

"Borneo good-night lie to my Truccle-bed, 

This Field-bed is to cold for me to flccpe. 

Come fhall we goe? n 

Ben. Goethen,fortisinvainetofeckehim here 
That meanes not to be found. Exeunt. 

Bo. He ieafts at fcarrcs that neucr felt a wound. 

But foft,what light through yonder window breakes ? 

It is theEaft,and Mitt is the Sunnc. 

Anfe fairc Sunne and kill the enuious Moone, 

Who is already ficke and pale with gricfe. 

That thou her maide at farre mote faire then fhee : 

Be not her maide fince fhee is enuious, 

Her veftall liuerie is but ficke and greene, 

Andnone butfooles doe wcare it, call it off: 

It is my Lady, O it is my lone, O that (bee knew (bee were, 
Shee fpeakes yet (bee fayes nothing, what of that? 

Her eye difeourfes, I will anfwere it: 

1 am to bold cis not to me (bee fpeakes: 

T w© of the faireft ftarres in all the heaucri, 

Hauing fome bufiries, doe entreat her eyes, 

Totwinckle in their tpheres till they returne. 

What if her eyes were there, they in her head, 

The brigbtnefTe of her cheeke would (bame thofe ftarres, 

As day. light doth a lampe, her eye in heauen, 

Would through the ayrie region fireame fo bright. 

That bird' would fing, and thinkeit were not night: 

See how Ihee lc&ncs her cheeke vpon her hand. 

O that 1 were a gloue vpon that hand, 

Thatlmight touch that cheeke. . ~ , - 

lult, Ay me 

Rgm. Shec fpeakes. • ^ 



~ 1 oj Borneo Mdlutiet^ 

Oh fpeake againe bright Angell, for thou art 
As glorious to this night being oremy head. 

As is a winged Meffenget of Heauen > 

Vnro the. white yp-turned.wondting cyj:$, 

Of Mortals that fall baeke to gaze on him, 
Whenhebeftrides the lazie puffing Cloudes, 

And faylcs vpori fhebofome of the Ayre. 

lull, o Romeo , Romeo, wherefore art thou Romeo? 
Denie thy father and refufe thy name : 

Or if thou wilt trot, be but fworne my Lotic, 

An d i 1 e n o 1 on ger b e a Capulet. 

Rom. Shall I heare more, or (hall I fpeake at this? 
luli. Tisbut thy name thatismy Enemie: 

Thou art thy fclfe, though not a Mountagut , 

What’s Mount ague? iris nor hand nor foote. 

Nor arme nor face, O be fome other name 
Belonging to a man. 

What’s in a name? that which we call a Rofe, 

By any other word would fmell as fweec. 

So Romeo would, were be not Romeo aid, 

Retayne that deare perfe&ion which tje owes, ' 
Without that title, Romeo doflfe thy name. 

And for thy name which is no part of thee. 

Take all myfelfe. 

Ro. I take thee at thy word : 

Call me but Loue, and He be new baptizdej 
Hence-forth 1 rieuer wifi be Romeo. 

Mi. What man art thou,thatthus befereend in night 
So ftumbleft on my counfelt ? 

Ro. By a name, I know nothow to tell thee yvho lam, 
My name dcare'Saint is hatefull to my fclfe, 
BecaufeitisanEnemy tothee, 

Had l it written, I vi£uld tcare the Word. ol ■ 

Inlt. My eares hgue yet nor dfunkc a hundred Words 
Of thy tongues vttering, yet I know thefound. 

Arc thou not Romeo, and a Meuntague ? 

, Rom. Neither faire Maide, if either thed diflike# 
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la. How earned thou hither, tell me, and wherefore? 
The Orchard walls are high and hard to climbe. 

And the place death, confidering who thou arc 
If any of my ltinfmen find thee here. 

Ro. Withloues light wings did I ore-perch thefe walls, 
For ftony limitscannot hold loue our, 

And what loue can doe, that dares loue attempt; 
Therefore thy kinfmen a re no ftopjio me. 

/«. If they doe fee thee, they will murther thee. 

Ro. Alacke there lies more perill in thine eye. 

Then twenty of their fwords , looke thou but fwcete, 
And I am proofe againft their enmity, 

la. I would not for the world they faw thee here. 

Rom. I haue nights cloake to hide me from their eyes 
And but thou loue me, let them find me here. 

My life were better ended by their hate, 

Then death proroged wanting of thy loue. 

l»Ii. By whofe dirc&ion foundft thou out this place? 
Ro. By loue that firft did promp me to enquire, 

He lent me counfell, and I lent him eyes; 

I am no Pylot, yet wert thou as farre 
Asthatvaft fhorc wafiit with the fartheft fea, 

I fhould aduenture for fuch marchandife 

lull. Thou know eft the maske of night is on my face, 
Elfe would a maiden blufh bepaint my cheeke. 

For that which thou haft heard me fpeake tc night, 

Faine would I dwell on forme, faine,faine,dcnie 
What I haue fpoke , but farewell complement. 

Doeft thou loue me? 1 know thou wilt fay I: 

And I yvill take thy word, yet if thou fwearft. 

Thou maieft proue falfe , at louers perjuries , 

They fay loue laughs, oh gentle Romeo , 

If thou dojft loue, pronounce it faithfully; 

Or if thou thinkeft I am too quickly wonne, 

He frowne and be peruerfe, and fay thee nay. 

So thou wilt wooe, but elfe not for the world. 

In tiuth fairc HttonatAgat I am too fond* 
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of Romeo and luliet. 

And therefore thou maieft thinke my behauiour light. 

But truft me Gentleman, lie proue more true. 

Then thofe that haue more coying to be flrange, 

I fhould haue becne more fteangc, I muft confefle. 

But that thou oucr heardft ere I was ware 
My true loue paffion, therefore pardon me. 

And not impute this yeelding to light loue, 

Which the darke night hath fo difeouered. 

Rom. Lady, by yonder blcfled Moone I vow , 

That tips with filuer all thefe fruite tree tops. 

In. O fweare not by the Moone th’inconftant Moone, 
That monthly changes in her circled orbe, 

Leaft that thy loue proue likewife variable. 

'Rom. What (ball I fweare by? 
luli. Doe not fweare at all.* 

Or if thou wilt, fweare by thy gratious felfe. 

Which is the God of my Idolatry, 

And. He beleeue thee. 

Ro. Ifmy hearts deare loue. 

Iu. Well doe not fweare, although I ioy in thee; 

I haue no ioy of this eontradl to night. 

It is too rafb, too vnaduifde.too fudden, 

..Too like the lightning which doth ceafe to bee, 

Ere, one can fay, it lightens, fweet good night; 

This budofloue by Summers ripening breath. 

May proue a beautious flower when next wee meete 

Goodnight, goodnight, as fweeterepofe and reft ‘ 

Come to thy heart, as that within my breft. I 

Ro. O wilt thou leaue me fo vnfatisfied? 
la-. What fatisfaftion canft thou haue to night? 

Ro. Th’cxchange of thy loues faithfull vow for mine. 

la. I,gaue thee mine before thou didftrequeft it: 

And yet I would irwere to giue againe. ' 

/»■ Kh!f for '' l '»'PMpofcIom? 

/». But to be franke and giue it thee againe, 

And yet I wifti but for the thing I haue, 

y ountyisasboundlcffeasthefea, 
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. The weJt'Lamem able T ragedie 

Myloueasdeepe,tbemorcIgiuetothee .... ./*j 

The more I haue, for both arc infinite : 

I heare fome noyfe within, deare Loue adue; 

Anon good Nurfe, fweet Mountagne be true; 

Stay but a little, I will come againe, 

Ro. Obleifedjblefl'ednightjlamafeard 
Being in night, all this is but a drearne. 

Too fiatterin-g fweet to be fubftantiall. 

/».Thrce words deare goodnight indeed. 

If that thy bent of loue bc honourable, 

Thy purpole Marriage,fcnd me word to morrow, 

By one that il.e procure to come to thee, 

Where and what time thou wilt performc the rights 
And all my fortunes at thy foote llelay. 

And follow thee my Loue throughout the World. Madam, 
I come, anon ; but if thou meaneft not well, 

I doc befeech thee (by and by I come,) Madam. 

To ccafe thy fute, and leaue me to my griefe. 

To morrow will I fend. 

Ro. So thriuc my foule. 

In. A thoufand times good-night. 

Ro. A thoufand timesihe worfe to want thy fight, 

Loue goes toward loue as Schoole-boycs from their Bookes,. 
But loue from loue, toward Schoole with heauie lookes. 
Enter Iuliet againe. 

In. Hift Romeo y hift, O for a Falkners voice. 

To lure this Taffel! gentle backe againe, 

Bondage is hoarfe, and may fpeake alonde, 

Elfe would I teare the Cauejwhere Eccho lyes, 

And make her ay tie tongue more hoarfe, then myne 
With repetition of my Romeo. 

Ro. It is my loue that cal svpon my name. 

How filuer fweet, found Louers tongues by nighty 
Like fofcefi'Muhcke to attending cares. 

In. Romeo. 

Rom . My Deere. 

Ini. What a clock to morrow 

Shall 












* of Romeo and Iuliet. 

Shall I fend to thee? 

Ro By thehoure of nine. 

HU. I will not faile, tis twentieyeares till then, 
Ihaue forgot why I did call thee backe. 

Ro, Let me ftand h ere till thou remember it. 

I ttl>. I (ball forget, to haue thee ftili ftand ther*, 
Remembring how I loue thy company. 

Ro. And He ftili ftay, to haue tbee ftili forget. 

Forgetting any other nome but this. 7 

Ink. Tis almoft morning, I would haue thee gone. 
And yet no farther then a wantons Bird, 

That lets it hop a little from his hand, 

Like poore Prifoner in his twifted gyues. 

And with a filken thred plucks it backe againe. 

So lotting Iealous of his liberty. 

Rom. I would I were thy Bird. 

In, Sweet fo would I, r < 

Yet I fhould kill thee with much cherilhing: 

Good nigjjt, good night. 

Parting is fuch fweet forrowi 

That 1 (ball fay good-night, till it be morrow. 

Ro. Sleepe dwell vpon thine eyes, peace in thy breft 
Would J werefieepe and peace fo fweet to reft * 
Hence will I to my ghoftly Friers clofe Cell, 

His helpe to crane, and tny deare hap to tell. 



• ■ - < 3 ? 



Enter Fryer alone with a r Baj\et, 



Exit. 



Fri. The grey eyde morne fmiles on the frowning jjj. 
Checkring the Eaftcrne Cloudes with ftreakes of light • 
And Heckdd daiknefle like a drunkard reeles, ° 
From forth dayes path, and Titans burning wheeles 
Now ere the S unne aduance his burning eye, * 

The day to cheere, and nights dankedew todrv 
Imuft ypfiU this OfierCage of ours, ;* . •' 

Aith balefull weeds, and precious iuyeed Bowers 

i he earth that s natures mother in her Tombe V 

What is her burying Graue, that is her wombe ; 
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And from her wombe children of diuers kind 
We fucking on her naturall bofome find : 

Many for many yertures excellent : 

None but for fome, and yet all different. 

O mickle is the powerfull grace that lyes 
In Plants, Hearbs.Stones, and their true qualities: 
For nought fo vile, that on the earth doth liue, 

But to the earth fome fpeciall good doth giue : 
Nor ought fo good, but drain’d from that faire vfe, 
Reuolts from true birth, Humbling on abufe. 
Vertue it felfe-turnes vic£ being mif-applycd, 

And vice fometime by a&ion dignified. 




Enter Romeo. 

Within the Infant rinde of this wcake flower 
Poyfon hath refidcnce, and Medicine power ! 

For this being fmelt with that part, chearcs each part, 
Being tailed flayes all fences with the heart.' 

Two fuch oppofed Kings, encampc them Hill 
In man, as well as hearbes,grace,a'nd rude will : 

And where the worfer is predominant, 

Full foone the Canker death cates vp that plant. 

%o. Good morrow father. 

Fri. Benedicite. 

What early tongue fo fweet falutcth me > 

Yong fonnc,it argues a diftempered head, 

So foone to bid good morrow to thy bed : 

Care keepes his watch in euery old mans eye. 

And where care lodges, fleepe will neuer lye : 

But where vnbrufed ybuch with vnlluft braine 
Doth couch his lims,there golden fleepe doth raigne, 
Therefore thy earlinefle doth me allure, 

Thou art vprous’d with fome diftemp’rature : 

Or if not fo, then here I hit it right, 

Our Romeo hath not beene in bed to night, 

Ro. That lafl is true, the Tweeter reft was mine. 

Fri. God pardon fin, waft thou with Rofalint'i 
“Rom, With Rofalme, my ghoftly father no, 
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I haue forgot that name, and that names wife. 

Fri. That’s my good fonne,but where haft thou beene then? 

Ro. lie tell thee ere thou aske it me agen : 

I haue beene feafting with mine enemie, ^ 

Where on a fudden one hath wounded me: 

That’s by me wounded, both our remedies 
Within thy helpe and holy phyfick lyes : 

I beare no hatred blefied man : for loe 
My interceflion likewife Heads my foe, 

Fri. Be plaine good fonne and homely in thy drift, 

Ridling Confcffion.finds but ridling Shrift. 

Rem. Then plainly know my hearts deare loue is fee 
On the faire daughter of rich fopu/et : 

As mine on her, fo hers is fet on mine 

And all combin’d/aue what thou muft combine 

By holy Marriage : when and where, and how. 

We met, we wooed.and made exchange of vow : 

He tell thee as we pafle,but this I pray. 

That thou confent to marrie vs to day. 

Fri. Hdly S. Francis what a change is here ? 

Is Ref aline thatchou didft loue fo deare. 

So foone forfaken ? yong mens loue then lyes 
Not truly in their hearts, but m their eyes. 

Iefu Maria, what a deale of brine 
Hath wafht thy fallow cheekes for Rofaline} 

How much fait water throne awavin wafte 
To feafon loue that of it doth not tafte. 

The Sun not yet thy fighes, from Heauen clearcs 
Thy old grones yet ring in my ancient earcs : 

Lo here vpon thy cheeke the ftainc doth fit 
Of an old teare that is not waftu off yet. 



1 mine. 
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<Rp. And badft me bury loue. 

Fri. Notinagrauc, 

To lay one in, another out to haue. 

Ro. Ipray thee chide me not, her I loue now 
Doth grace for grace.and loue for loue allow; 

The other did not fo. 

Fri. O fine knew well, 

Thy loue did read by vote, that could no fpeli : 

But come yong Wauerer, come and goe with me, 

Inonerefpe&Ilethyafliftantbe: - r 

For this Alliance may fohappie proue, 

To turnc your houfholds rancor to pure loue. 

Rom. O let vs hence, Iftand on fudden haft. 

Fri, Wifely and flow, they ftumble that run faft. 

Exeunt* ■ 

EitterRcnuoWoand Mercutio. 

Mer. Where theDeu’ie flhould this Romeo be? came hw not 
home tonight ? 

Bon. Not to his father I fpoke with his man. 
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Mer. Why that fame pale hard-hearted wench, thuRtfah 
Torments him fo, that he wilt fure run mad. 

Ben. Tibalt ) the Kinfmah coold fapulet, hath fen-t a Letter to 
his fathers houfe. 

Mer, A challenge on my life. 

Ben. .Reiweo will anfwere it. f 

Mer. Any man that can write may anfwere a Letter. 

Ben, Nay, he will anfwere ihe Letters Matter, how he daf« 
beit\g dared. 

Mer. Alas, poore Romeo, hee is alreadie dead.ftabdvwtna 
white Wenches blade Eye, run through the care with a Low- 
Song, the very Pinne of his heart , cleft with the blindeBoW- 
boyes But-fliaft, and is he a man to encounter Tib alt} 

Rom. Why, what is Ttbdt ? 

CMer. More then Prince o-f Cats. O hee’s the courag^ 
Captaine of Complements : he fights as you fing Prick* °Jcf 
frecpcs time, diftartco-and proportion, hee reftshis 
one two and the third in yeutbofotne ; the yery Butcber^^ 



nU button,* dualift.adualift, a Gentleman of the very firft 
houfe of the firftand fecond caufe , ah the immortall Paflado, 
the punto reuerfo, the Hay. 

Ben, The what/ 

(jtfer. The Pox of fuch antique lilpmg affeaing phanta- 
cic* thefe new tuners of accent: by Iefu a very good, blade , a 
verv’call man , a very good whore* Why is not this a lamenta- 
ble thing grandfir, that wedhould be thus affli&cd with thefe 
ftrange flies: thefe fafluon-mongers, thefe pardona-mees, who 
ftand fo much on the new forme , that they cannot fit at cafe on 
the old bench. O thei^ bones , their bones. 

Romeo. 

Sen, Here comes Romeo, here comes Romeo. 

Mer. Without his Roe, like a dryed Hering , Oflefh,flefh, 
how art thou fiftiified?now is he for the numbers that Petrarch 
flowed in: Laura to his Lady, was a kit chin wench, marrie firee 
had a better loue to berime her: Dido adowdie, Cleopatra a 
Gipfie,He/tf» and Hero, hildingsand harlots : This hie a grey 
eye or fo,but not to the purpofe. Signior Romeo Sonieurjkcrcs 
a French faluation to your frenchflop : you gaue vs the coun- 
terfeit fairely laft night. 

'Rem. Good morrow to you both, what counterfeit did I 

giueyou? 

Mer. the flip fir, the flip, can you net conceiue? 

Romeo. Pardon good Mercutio jay bufinefle was great,an<£ 
in fuch a cafe as mine, a man may flraine curtefie. 

Mer. Thats as much as to fay, fuch a cafe as yours con- 
ftraines a man to bow in the hams. , 

Romeo. Meaning tocurfie. 

Mer. Thou haft moft kindly hit it. 

Rom, Amoftcurteousexpofirion. 

CMer. Nay,I am the very pincke of curtefie: 

Romeo. Pinck for flower. 

Mer. Right. 

Romeo. Why then is my pump well flowred. 

Mer. Sure wit, follow mee this ieaft, nowtill thou ha® 
worse ©ut thy pump , that when the Angle foie of it is worne. 
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the ieaft ftwyremaine after the wearing, foly lingular^ 

Ro. O liiiglc folde ieaft, foly Angular for the fingle'nefle, 
Msr. Come betwecne vs good Benuolio , my wits faints. 
mo. Swits and fours, fwits aid Ipurs. or lie crv amatch. 



9/ Komeo amjfittet. 




my whole nuc. was twitn you there fot 

the goofe? 

Ro. Thou waft neuer with mee for any thing, when thou waft 
not there for the goofe. 

c Met. I will bite thee by the eare for that ieaft, 

Ro. Nay good goofc bite not. 

Mer. Thy wit is avery bitter fweting,it is a mod /harp fauce, 
'Pp, And is it hot well fcru’d in to a fweet goofc ? 

Mtr. Oh here’s a wicof Cheuerell * thatftretchcs froman 
yqch nartoWjto an ell-broad. 

Ro. I (Irctch it out for that word v broad, which added to the 
goofe, proues thee farre and wide, a broad goofe. 

Mtr. Why? is not this, better now, then groning forloue, 
now art thou fociabie, now art thou Romeo : now art thou what 
thou art, by art as well as by Nature , for this driucling loue is 
like a great Naturall, that runs lolling vp and do wne to hide 
his bablein a hole. 

'Boh. Stop there, ftop there. ' 

jtfer. Thoudefueft me to flop in my tale againft the liaite, 
Bt». Thou wouldflellehaue made thy ta'.e large. 

OUtr. O thou art decciu’d,I would hauc made it morbid 
was come to the whole depth of my tale, and meant indeed t° 
occupiethe argument ho longer. 

Ro. Heres goodly gearc. Enter Nurfe sud 

Afayleafayle. . , 

Met. Two, two, a fhirt and a fnaockc. 

Tfur. Peter: 
peter. Anon* 

Nur. My fan Peter. 

M*r. Good Peter to hide her face, for her fans the f« 
Nurfe, God ye good morrow Gentlemen* ^ 



iMev, God ye goodden faire Gentlewoman* 

Nurfe. Is it goodden? 

Mtr. Tis no leffe I tell you, for the bawdy hand of the dyall . 
is now vpon the pricke of noone. 

Nurfe . Out vpon you , what a man are you? 

One Gentlcwoma,that God hath made.himfclfe to mar* 
Nurfe. By my troth it is well faide, for himfelfe tomarre 
quath a : Gentlemen can any of you tell roe where I may findc 
thcyongi?tfiw.v ? 

Ro. I can tell you , but young Rottteo will be older when you 
haue found him, then hcc was when you fought him ; lam the 
youngeftof chat name, for fault of a worfe. 

Nurfe. You fay well. 

wi%? Yca iS thc WOrft WCl1 * Te,y wcl1 tookc > ifaitb » wi %* 

Mer. A baud, a baud, abaud, Soho/ 

R». What haft thou found? 

a Lcntcn ' pIf * that * 
inlcnc, ^ arC ^ ,oare * an< * old hare hoare is very good meat* 

ne'it be U h< "' “ 100 much for.fcorc, when!, hoare, 
a>Ur ' Farei,tl1 Lady, farewell Lady, Ladv, Lady. 

“Ike , and > . ,l >* loots to hcare Wmfdf e 

warnoneth. P ei n a minute, then hcc willflandto 

and a were luflk^hc/h Jjf '° g me!l,c taJlC J dm, down 
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ftand by too, and fuffer euery Knaue to vfe rate at hiip] tl , 
fure. 

Pet. Ifawnomanvfcyouathispleafure j if I had, my Wej< 
pon (hould quickly hawe bcene out, I warrant you, I dare draw 
afloone as another man, if I feeoccafion in a good quarrelled 
the law on my fide. 

Nur. Now afore God, I am fo vext , that euery part about 
mequiuers, skuruie Knaue spray you fir a word: and as hold 
you.myyong Ladie bid me enquire you out, what (he bid mee 
fay, I will keepe to my fclfe : but firft let me tell yc,ifye (hould 
leade her in a Fooles paradife, as they fay, it were a very groffe 
kind of behauiour as they fay : for the Gentlewoman is yongj 
and therefore , if you fhoulddealc double with her, truely i( 
were an ill thing to be offered to apy. Gentle woman, and retie 
weake dealing. 

Rom . Nurfe,commendir.e to thy Lady and Miftris, Iprotefi 
vnto thee. 

Nur. Good heart ,and y.faith twill tell her af much : Lord, 
Lord, (he will be a ioy full woman. 

Rom. What wiluhou tell her Nurfc? thou doednot mailt 
mce? 

N*r. I will tell her fir, that you doc proteft, which a* I wit 
it. Is Gentlemanlike offer. 

Rom. Bid her deuife fome mcanes to come to (hrift this af* 
ternoone, 

And there die (hall at F' yer Lawrence Cell 
Be fhriued and married : here is for thy paines. 

Nur. No-truly fir not a pennie. 

Rom. Go too, I fay you (hall. 

Nur. This afternoonc fir, well (he /hall be there. 

Rom. And ftay good Nutfc behind the Abbey wall. 
Within this hc-ure my man (hall be with thee. 

And bring thee Cords made like a tackled liairc, 

Which to the high top gallant of my ioy, 

Mufl be my Conuoy in the fccret night. 

Farewell be truflie,and He qujte thy paines ; 

Farewell, commend me to thy Miftris. 
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Nur. Nov* God in Heauen bkffe thee, harkeyou fo. 

Re, Whatfay’ft thou my deareNurfe? 

'Nur. 1$ your man fecret, did you nere here fay , two may 

keepe counfell putting one away. 

Ro. Warrant thee my mans as true as ftfcele. 

Nur. Well fir , my Miftrefte is the fweeteft Ladle , Lord, 
Lord, when ’twas a little prating thing. O there is a Noble- 
man in Towne one Paris , that would faine lay Knife aboord s 
but (he good fqulehad as leeue fee aTode, a very Tode as fee 
him :I angcrerfometimes , and tell her that P^wisthe prope- 
rer man, but lie warrant you, when I fay fo, (he lookec a* pale 
as any clout in the verfali World, doth not Rofemarie and Ro. 
meo begin both with a Letter ? 

Ro, I Nurfe, what of that f Both with an R. 

Nur. A mocker that’s the Dogges name. R. is for the no , J 
know it beginneswitb fome other letter , and (hee hath the 
prettied fententiou* of it, ofyou an i Rofemary , that it would 
do? you good to heare it. 

Rom. Commend me to thy Lady, 

3^«r. I a thouland times Peter ? 

Pet. Anon. 

Nur. Before and apace. 

8Mk 

Enter Juliet. 

/». The clocke ftrooke nine whea l did fiend the Nurfe, 

Th halfe an houre (he promt fed to teturne. 

Perchance (he cannot meete him. that; not fo • 

Oh (he is lame, loues Heraulds (hould be thoughts. 

Which ten times fafter glides then theSunncs beames 
Drming bncke fhadowrs ouer lowting tills s 
Therefore doe nimble pinion d Doues draw loue. 

And therefore hath the wirde fwift Cupid wingsc 
Now is the Sunne vpon the bighm.oft hill 
O! this dayes iouniey , a >d from nine till twcltte, 

H ja* genres, vet (he is not come, 

Wad (he affeSion* and warme youthful! bloud, 
hcevvoulabeasfyviltmmotion as a ball, \ 

My 
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My words would bandie her to ray fweet Loue, 

And his to me, but old ‘olkcs^many faine as they were dead^ 
jVnweildie, flow/heauie, and pale as lead. 

Enter Nurfe, 

O God (he comes, O honey Nurfe what newes ? 

Haft thou met with him ? fend thy man away. 

Nur ■ Veter ftay at the g ate. 

Iu. Now good fwcec Nurfe, O Lord, why look’d thou fad? 
Though newes, be fad, yet tell them merrily. 

If good thou fham’il the Mufick of fweet nerves. 

By playing it to me,with fo fower a face. 

Nur. lama weary, giue me lcaue a while, 

Fye how ray bones ake, what a iaunt haue I had ? 

lu. I would thou hadft ray bones, and I thy newes t 
Nay come, I pray thee fpeake, good,good Nurfe fpcake. 

Nur. Iefti what haft, can you not Hay a while ? 

Doe you not fee that I am put of breath ? 

Iu. How art thou out bf breath, when thou haft breath 
To fay to me, that thou art out of breath ? 

The excufe that thou do’ft make in this delay. 

Is longer then the Tale thou do’H excufe. 

Is thy newes good or bad ? anfwerc to that. 

Say cither and lie Hay thecircumftance: 

Let me be fatisfied, ifl good or bad ? 

Nur. Well, you haue made a fimple choice , you know not 
how to choofe a man : Romeo , no not he, though his face be be(* 
ter then any mans, yet his legge excels all mens, and for a hand 
and a foot and body , though they bee not tobeetalkt on, yet 
they arc pall compare .* he is not the flower of curtefie , but lie 
warrant him a3 gentle as a Lambe : goe thy wayes Wencn, 
ferue'God. What haue you dinde at home ? 

Iu. No, no, but all this did I know before 
What fayes he of our Marriage, what of that ? 

*Nur. Lord, how my head akes, what a head haue Ii 
Itbeates as it would fall in twentie pieces. 

My backc a tocher fide, a my backe, mybacke: 

Before w your heart for fending me about 
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To cltch my death with iaunting vp and downe* 

Iu. Ifaith I am forry that thou art not well. 

Sweet, fweet, fweet Nurfe, tell me what fayes nay Loue ? 

Nur. Your Loue fayes like an honeft Gentleman, 

And a curtcous, and a kind, and a handforae. 

And I warrant a vertuous, where is your mother ? 

In. Where is my mother, why, foec is within, where foouW 
foe bee? 

How odly thou replyeft ; 

Your Loue fayes like an honeft Gentlemans, 

Where is your Mother ? 

Nur. O Gods Lady deare. 

Are you fo hot, marry come vp I trow. 

Is this the poultis for my aking bones : 

Hence-forward doe your Mcflagcs your felfe. 

Iu. Here s fuch a coyle, come what (ayes Romeo ? 

Nur. Haue you got Ieauc to goe to Thrift to dav ? 

Iu. lhaue. J 

’ri/ VW n Then high you hence to Fryer Lawrence Cell. 

There Hayes a Husband to make you a Wife; 

Now comes the wanton bloud vp in yourchoekes. 

They lc be in Scarlet Hraight at any newes ; 

Hie you to Church, I muft another way, 

Z°i CC , ch ? Ladder b y the which your Loue 

Muft chrabe a Birds-neaft foone when it is darke ' ' 

lam theDrudge, and toyleinyour delight • 

But you flt.ll beare the burthetf foone at night. 

Goe He to dinner, hye you to the Cell. 8 

lM \ Hje to hi S h fortune, honeft Nurfe farewell. 

Tri Cn f •! ^nter Frier Romeo. 

It cannot MUBteruSSefo 1 ' ^ f ° rrow can * 

^fe ourhands with holy words. 

The* 
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Then loue-deuouring death doe what he dare. 

It is enough I may but call her miae. 

Fri. Thtfe violent delights haue violent ends* 

And in their ttiumph dye like fire and powder; ’ 

Which as they kifleconfumc.Thc fweeteft honey 
Is lothfomneffc in hi* owne delicioufneffe. 

And in the tafte confounds the appetite. 

Therefore loue moderately, long louc doth fo. 

Too fwift, arriues as tardic, as too flow. 

Enter Iuliet. 

Here comes the Ladie, Oh fo light afoot 
Will nere weare out the cuerlafting flint, 

A Louer may beftride the Goffamours, 

That idles in the wanton Summer Ayre, 

And yet not fall, fo light is vanitie. 

lu. Good euen to my ghoftly Confeffor. 

Fri. Rome* (hall thanke thee daughter for ys both. 

In, As much to him, elfe in his thankes too much. 

Re. Ah Juliet, if the meafure of thy ioy 
Beheapt like mine, and that thy skill be more 
To blazon it, then fweeten with thy breath 
This neighbour Ayre, and let rich Mufickcs tongue, 

Vnfold the imagin’d happineffc that both 
Receiue in either, by this dcare encounter. 

lu. Conceit more rich in matter then in words. 

Brags of his fttbftance, not of ornament. 

They are but Beggers that can couot their worth; 

But my true Loue is growne to fucb exceffe, 

I cannot fumme vp fome of halfe my wealth. 

Fri. Come, come with me, and we will make (nort wo > 
For by your leaues,y ou fhall not flay alone. 

Till holy Church incorporate two in one. 

Enter Mercutio, BienuolioR, men. 

Ben. I pray thee good Mercutio lets retire. 

The day is hot, the (fa/w/efc abroad: _ , 

And if wc meet, we fhall not fcape a brawle, for noW 
dayes, is the mad bloud ftirring. 0, 
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■frier. Thou art like one of thefe frllowes, that when face en- 
ters the confines pf a Tauerne, claps mec his fword vpon the 
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table, and fayes, Gofytend mee no need of thee : and by the o- 
peration of the fecond cup , drawes him on the Drawer , when 
indeed there is no need. 

Ben. Am I like fuch a fellow ? 

Mer. Come, come, thou art as hot a Iacke in thy moode, as 
any in Italic : and affoone moued to bee moodic , and affoone 
moodie to be moued. 

Ben. And what too ? 

Mer. Nay and there were two fuch , wee fhould haue none 
fhortly , for one would kill the other : thou, why thou wilt 
quarrell with a man that hath a haitemore, or a haireleflein 
his beard, then thou haft .* thou wilt quarrell with a man for 
crackingNuts , hauing no other reafon , but becaufe thoo haft 
hafell eyes : what eye , but fuch an eye , would (pie out fuch a 
quart ell ? thy head is as full- of quarrels, as an egge is ful of meat 
and yet thy head hath been beaten as addle as an egge for quar- 
relling; thou haft quareld with a man for cuffing in theftreec. 
became he hath wakened thy dog that hath layne afleepein the 
Sun D.dft thou not fall out with a taylor for wearing his new 
doublet before tafter; with another, for tying his net Ihooes 
with old riband, and yet thou wilt tutor me from quarreling ? 

Ben. And I were fo apt to quarrel as thou ar t> an V man fhould 
buy the fec-fimplc «%y H*. tor an home qoamr.' 

Mer. The lec-fimple, O finiple. M 

r E T l! b3lt > p « r «ch»o. and ethers. 
m y iea< J heic c °mes the Cwlcts. 
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ding? ^uld J'-’Unot take fomc occafion, without gi- 
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7/> Mereutio thou confortcft with Romeo. 

Mer . Confort, what do’ft thou makers Minftrels? and thou 
make Minflrels of vs, look to heare notmjg but difeords, here's 
my Fiddlefttcke , hecre’s that (hall make you dance zounds 

confort. 

Ben, Wetalkeherein the publike haunt of men: 

Either withdraw vnto fome priuate place. 

Or reafon coldly of your gricuances : 

Or elfe depart, here all eyes gaze on vs. 

Met. Mens eies were made to loeke, and let them gaze. 

1 will not budge for no mans pleafure I. 

Enter Romeo. 

Ti. Well peace be with you fir, here comes my naan: 

Mer. But He be hang’d fir,if he wcare your Liuerys 
Marry goe before to field, heelc be your follower. 

Your Worfhip in that fenfe may call him man. 

Tib. Romeo , the laue I beare thee, can affoord 
No better terme then this : thou art a Villaine. 

Ro. Ttbalt, the reafon that I haue to louc thee, 

Doth much excufe the appertayning rage 
To fuch a greeting : Villaine am I none. 

Therefore farewell I fee thou know’ft me not. 

Tt. Boy, this fhall net excufe the iniuries 
That thou haft done me therefore turne and draw. 

Ro. I doc proteft I neuer iniured thee. 

But louc thee better then thou canft dcuife - 
Till thou {halt know the reafon of my louc, 

And fo good Capulet, which name I tender 
As dearcly as my owne, be fatisfied. 

Met. Ocalrae dishonourable, vilefubmiffion : 
t/f lla Hucatho carries it away. 

Tibalt , you Rat-catcher, will you walke ? 

Ti. What woulds thou haue with me ? 

Mer. Good King of Cats, nothing but one of your n> n * 
liuesi, that I meane to make bold withall, and as you flu 
vfemee hereafter dric bcate the reft of the eight. Will y oU 
pluck e your Sword out of his Pilcher by the earcs ?makehaK 
’■ 
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of Romeo Jhd mm, 

!#1 a mine bee about your cares ere it bee our. 

** Tu I am for you. . 

Re. Gentle Mereutto, put thy Rapier vp. 

Mer. Come fir your Paffado. 

Ro. Draw Benuolio , beate downe their weapons. 
Gentlemen, for fhame forbeare this outrage* 

Tibalt, Mereutio, the Prince exprefly hath 
Forbid bandying in Verona ftreets, 

Hold Ttbalt, good Mereutio. 

Mer . I am hurt. 

A plague a both houfes, T am fped. 

Is he gone and hath nothing ? 

Ben. What art thou hurt ? 

Mer. I, I, a fcratch, a fcratch, marry Vis enough. 

Where is my Page? goe Villaine, fetch a Surgeon. 

Ro. Courage man, the hurt cannot be much. 

Mer. No ’tis not fo deepe as a Well,nor fo wide as a Chureli 
doore, but ’tis enough, twill feme : aske for me to morrow, and 
you fhall find mce a graue man. I am peppered I warrant , for 
this World, a plague a both your houfes, founds a dog,a rat, a 
moufc, a cat to fcratch a man to death , a braggart, a rogue, a 
villaine, that fights by the booke of Arithmetick , why the 
deu’le came you betweene vs ? I was hurt vnder your arme, 

Ro. I thought all for the beft. 

Mer. Helpe me into fomehoufe Benuolio. 

Or 1 fhall faint, a plague a both your houfes. 

They haue made worroes meat of me, 

1 haue it, and foundly to your houfes- 



Ro. This Gentleman the Princes neare alie, 
My very friend hath got his mortall hurt 
In my behalfe, ray reputation ftaynd 
With Ttbalt s (launder, Ttbalt that anhoure 
Hath beene my Cozin, O fweet Iuliet, 

Thy beautie hath made me effeminate. 

And in my temper foftned valours ftccle. 
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Enter Benuolio, 

Ben. O Romeo, Romeo, biauc Mercutio is dead, 

Thar gallant fpirit hath afpir’d the Cloudes, 

W-'ich too vntimely here did (come the earth. 

Ro. Tiiis dayes blacke fate, on moc dayes doth depend, 

This but begins, the woe others muft end. 

Hen. Here comes the furious Tibalt backeagaine. 

Ro. He gon in triumph and Mercutio flume. 

Away to heauen refpe&iue lenicie. 

And fire and furie, be my conduit now. 

Now Tibalt take the villaine back aga'.ne, 

That late thou gaueft me, for Mercutio's foule 
Is buc a little way aboue our heads. 

Staying for thine to keepe him companie : 

Either thou t$r I, or both, mull goe with him. 

Ti. Thou wretched boy that didft cenfort him here, 

Shalt with him hence. 

Ro. This {hall determine that. 

They fight. Tibalt falls. 

Ren. Romeo , away, be gone : 

The Citizen^ are vp, and Tibalt flaine, 

Stand not amazed, the Prince will doome thee death. 

If thou art taken, hence begone, away. 

Ro. 0, 1 am fortunes fcole. 

JU.. Why dolt thou fl.y! 

Enter Citizens. 

fiti. Which way ran he that kilcl M ercutio ■ 

Tibalt, that murtherer, which way ran he ? 

Rents. There lyes that Tibalt. 

Cit*. Vp, fir, goe with me- 

I charge thee in the Princes name obey. 

Enter Prince, eld Mouptague,Capuler s 
their 'vines tendril. 

Erin. Where arc the vile banners of this fray ? 

Ren. O noble Prince, I canjflifcouerall: 

The vnluckie mannage ofthi^fatall brail, -ytiert 



of RbWio ana luhkYf 



There lyes the man flaine by young Romeo, 

That flew thy kinfman, btaue Mercutio. 

Cafu.Wi. Tibalt, my Cozin, O my brothers child,] 

O Prince, O Cozin, husband, O the bloud is fpild . 

Of my deare kinfman. Prince, as thou art true, 

For bloud of ours,fl»cad bloud of CMontague. 

O Cozin, Cozin. 

Prm. Benuolio, who began this bloudy fray ? 

Ben. Tibalt here flaine, whom Romeo's hand did flay, 
Rpmeo that fpoke him faire,bid him bethinke 
How nice the quarrell was, and vrg’d withall 
Your high difpleafure all this yttered. 

With gentle breath, calme looke, knees humbly bowed 
Omld not take truce with the vnruly fpleene 
Ot Tibalt deafe to peace, buc that he tilts 
With peiremg fleele at bold Mercutio' s breaft. 

Who ail as hot, turnes deadly point to point. 

And with a Martiall icorne, with one hand beates 
Cold death afide, and with the other fends 
It back to Tibalt, whole dexceritie 
Retorts it, Romeo he cryes aloud. 

Hold friends, friends part, and fwifter then his tongue. 
His agill arme beates downe their fatall points. 

And twixt them rufhes, vnderneath whofe arme. 

An enuious thruft from Tibalt, hit the life 
Of flout tMercutio, and then Tibalt fled. 

But by and by comes backe to Romeo , 

Who had but newly entertayn’d reuenge. 

And too’t they goe like lightning, for ere I ' ' 

Could draw to part them, was flout Tibalt flailie ; . ' ' 
And as he fell, did Romeo turne and flie. 

This is the troth, or let Benuolio die. 
a * S 3 k't’h 1131 ’ 1 to the Meuntaque, 

Affection makes him faife,he fpcakes not true : < 

Some twentie of them fought in this blacke ftrife. 

And all thole twentie could but kill one life. 

beg tor luflice, which thou, Prince, mufl giue : 
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Romeo flew Ribalt, Romeo muft not hue. 

Prin. Romeo dew him, he flew Mereutio , 

Who now the price of his dearc bloud doth owe« 

Monn. Not Romeo Prinee, he was Mercutios friend * 
His fault concludes, but what the Law fhould end, * 

The life of Tibalt. 

Prin. And for that offence. 

Immediately we doe exile him hence: 

I haue an Intereft in your hearts proceeding. 

My bloud for your rude brawles doth lie a bleeding. 

But He amerce you with fo ftrong a fine. 

That you {Trail all repent the Ioffe of mine. 

1 will be deafe to pleading and excufes. 

Nor teares, nor prayers fhall purchafe out' abufes. 

Therefore vfenone, let Romeo hence in haft, 

Elfe when he is found, that houreis his laft. 

Beare hence this body, and attend our will, 

Mercy but murders, pardoning thofe that kill. 

Etii 

Enter Iuliet alone. 

Gallop apace, you fiery footed ftecds, 

Towards Pbcebut lodging, fuch a waggoner 
As Phaeton would whip you to the weft. 

And bring in dowdie night immediately. 

Sproad thy clofe curtaine loue-performing night, 

Tha t runnawayes eyes may wincke, and Romeo 
Leape to thefe armes, vntalke of and vnfeene, 

Louers can fee todoe their amorous rights. 

By their owne beauties, or of loue tc blind. 

It beft agrees with night, come ciuill night, 

Thoufober futed matron all inblacke. 

And learne m« how to loofe a winning match. 

Plaid fora paire of ftainleffc maiden-heads 
Hood my ynmand bloud baiting in my cheekes. 

With thy blacke mantle, till ftrange loue grow bold, 

Thinke true loue a&ed fimplc modeft ies 

Come night , come Romeo , come thou day in night, 
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For thou wiltlievpon the wings ofnight, 

Whiter then fnowvpon a Rauens backe: 

Come gentle night, come louing black-browd night, 

Giue me my Romeo, and when hee fhall die, 

Take him and cut him out in little ftarres, 

And he will make the face of heauen fo fine. 

That all the world will be in loue with night. 

And pay no worfhip to the garifh Sun, 

O I haue bought the manfion ofa loue. 

But not poffcft it, and though l am fold. 

Not yet enioyd, fo tedious is this day. 

As is the night before fome feftiuall. 

To an impatient child that hath new robes 
And may not weare them, O here comes my Nurfei 
Enter Nurfe with cords. 

And fhee brings newes and euery tongue that fpeakes 
But Romeos name, fpeakes heauenly eloquence: 

Now Nurfe, what newes? what haft thou there. 

The cords that Romeo bid thee fetch? 

Nur. I, I, the cords. 

Iuliet. Ay me,what newes?why doft thou wring thy hands 
Nur. A weladay, hees dead, hees dead, hees dead. 

We are yndone Lady , we are vndone* 

A lacke the day, hees gone, hees kild, hees dead.' 

1h. Can heauen be fo enuious. 

Nur. Romeo can. 

Though heauen cannot. O Romeo , 'Rfsmee, 

Who euer would haue thought it Romeo. 

1 u. What diuell art thou, that doft torment me thus? 

This torture fhould be rored in difmall hell, 
Hath^wcoflainehimfelfe? fay thou but I, 

And that bare vowell I fhall poyfon more 
Then the death-darting eye of Cockatrice, * 

I am not I, if there be fuch an I. 

Or thofe eyes (hot, that makes thee arifwcrel: 

If he be flaine fay I, or if not ,no. 

Bricfe, founds, determine my wcale er wo^ 

Wtri- 
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7^<tr. I favr the yvoun d, I faw it with mine eyes, 
Godlauethemarke, here on his manly breft, 

A piteous c oarfe, a bloody piteous coarfe. 

Pale, pale as afhes, all bedawde in blood, 

All in goace blood, I founded at the fight. 

lu. O breake my heart, poore banckrout breake at once, 

To prifon eyes, nere lookt onlibertie. if 

Vile earth to earth refigne, end motion here. 

And thou and tfawroprefleone heauie beere. 

K[ur. O Tybalt, Tybalt, thcbefttuendl had, | 

O curteous Tybalt honeft Gentleman, 

That euer I fhould Hue to fee thee dead. j 

lu. What fforme is this that blowcs fo contrarie? 

Is 'Romeo flaughtred? and is Tybalt dead? 

My deareft Cozen, and my dearer Lord, 

Then dreadful! Trumpet found the generall doome. 

For who isliuing, if thofe two are gone? | 

Nttr. Tybalt, is goue, and Romeo banifhed, jr- 

that kild him he is banifhed. 

luliet. O God, did Romeos hand fhed Tibalts blood? | 

It did, it did, alas the day, it did. ^ 

A Jar, Oferpent heart, hid with a flowring face. E 

Im. Did euer dragon keepe fo f3ire a Caue? £ 

Beautifull tyrant, fiend angelicalh , 

Rauenous doue.feathred Rauen, woluifh-rauening Iamhe, 
Defpifed fubflance ofdiuinefl flrow: !■ 

Iuft oppofite to what thou iuflly <eem ft, 1 

A damned faint, an honourable villaine: 

O Nature , what hadft thou to doe in hell, 

W hen thou didft power the fpirit ofa fiend 
In mortall paradife offuch fwcet flefh? 

Was euer booke contayning fuch vile matter 

So faitely bound? O that deceit fhould dwelt . ■ E 

In fuch a gorgeous PaDace. 

Nur. Theres no cruft, no faith, nohoneHie in men* 

All periurde, all for- w rrnc, all naugiu, all diflcfflbleis, 

Ah wheres my man? g«us me fome Aqua* ^ 
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Thefe griefes, thefe woes, thefeforrowes make me old. 
Shame come to Romeo. 

lu. Bliftered be thy tongue 
For fuch a wilh, he was not borne to fhamc: 

Vpon his brow ftiame is afham’d to fit: 

For tis a throne^ivhere honour may be crownd 
Sole Monarch of the vniuerfall earth. 

O what a bcaft was I to chide at him? 

Nur. Will you fpeakewell ofhim that kild your cozin? 
lu. Shall I fpcake ill ofhim that is my husband? 

Ah poore my Lord, what tongue fhall fmooth thy name. 
When I thy three houres wife hauemangledir? 

But wherefore villaine didft thou kill my Cozip? 

That villaine cozin would liaue kild my husband: 

Backe foolifli teares, backe to your natiue fpring, 
Yourtributarie drops belong to woe, 

Which you miftaking offer vp to ioy. 

My husband Hues that Tibalt would haue flaine. 

And Tibaltt dead that would haue flaine my husband: 

All this is comfort, wherefore wcepe I then: 

Some words there was worfer then Tibalts death 
That murdered me, I would forget it faine. 

But oh it preflej to my memory, 

Like damned guilty deedes to finners minds, 

Tibalt is dead and Romeo banifhed: 

That banifhed , that one word baniflied. 

Hath flaine ten thoufand Tibalts: Tibalts death 
Was woe inough ifit had ended there: • 

Or iffower woe delights in fcllowfhip. 

And ncedly will be wranckt with other griefes. 

Why followed not when {he faid Tibalts dead. 

Thy father or thy mother, nay or both. 

Which moderne Lamentation might haue moiled , 

But with a reare ward following Tibalts death, 

Romeo is banifhed to fpeake that word. 

Is father, mother, Tib ah, Romeo, luliet s 
All flaine, all dead; ‘R^mto is banifhed, 
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There is no end, no limit, jneafure, bounds 
In that words death, no words can that woe found 
Where is my father and my mother JVurfef 

TR(ur. Weeping and wailing ouerTtfa/n corfe. 

Will you goe to them: I will bring you thither, 

Iu, Wafhthcy his- wounds with ^eares; mine fhall be fpent, 
When theirs are drie, for "Romeos banifhmenr. 

Take vp thofe cords, poore ropes you are beguild, 

Borh you and 1 for "Romeo is exild: 

He made you for a high-way to my bed. 

But I a m aide, die maiden widdoWed. 

Come cord, come Nurfe , lie to my wedding bed. 

And death not Romeo, take my maiden-head. 

7{ur. Hie to your chamber, lie find Romes 
To comfort you, I wot well where he is: 

Harke ye, your Romeo will be heare at night. 

He to him, he is hid at Lawrence Cell. 

lu. O find him. giue this Ring to my true Knight, 

And bid him come, to take his latl farewell. 

Enter Frier and Romeo. 

fri. Romeo come forth, come forth thoufearefullman, • 
Affliction is enamord of thy parts; 

And thou arc wedded to calamine. 

Ro. Fatherwhat newes? What is the Princes oootne ? 
What forrow craues acquaintance at my hand. 

That I yet know not? 

Eri. Too familiar. 

Is my deare Sonne with fuch fowre companie ? 

T brine thee tydings of the Princes doomc. 

Ro. What leffe then Doomcfday is the Princes doorne * 
Eri. A gentler judgement vanifht from his lips, 

Mot bodies death, but bodies banifhment. 

Ro. Ha, banifhment? be mercitull, f3y death : 

For exile hath more terror in his looke. 

Much more then death, doe not fay bamflament, 

Eri . Here from Verona art thou banifhed s 



Exit, 




ge patient, for the world is broad and wide. 

Ro. There is no world without Verona walles. 
But purga tory, torture, hell i t felfe .* 

Hence banifhed, is banifht from the world. 

And worlds exile is death. Then banifhed. 

Is death miftearm’d , calling death banifhed. 

Thou cutft my head off with a golden Axe, 

And fmileft vpon the ftroke that murders me. 

Eri. O deadly finne, O rude vnthankefulnefle. 
Thy fault our Law cals death,but the kind Prince 
Taking thy parr, hath rufht afide the Law, 

And turn’d that blacke word death to banifhment. 
This is deare mercie, and thou feeftitnor. 

Ro. *Tis torture and not mercie, Hcauen is here 
Where Juliet hues and euery Cat and Dogge, 

And little Moufe, euery vnworthy thing 
Line here in Heauen and may looke on her. 

But Romeo may not. More validitie. 

More honourable ftate, mere courtfhip Hues 
In carrion flyes.then Romeo: they may feaze 
On the white wonder of deare Iulicts hand. 

And fteale immortall blcfling from her lips. 

Who euen in pure and Vcftall modefty. 

Still blulh, as thinking their owne kifles finne. 

This may flyes doc, when I from this muft flye : 

And fay tt thou yet, that exile is not death ? 

But Romeo may not, he is banifhed, 

Flyes may doc this, but I from this muft flye ; 

They are freemen, but I am banifhed. 

Had ft thou no poy fon mixt no fharpe ground Knife 

Bu°t ba^rh T Sn £-M f dmh ’ th ° Ugh ne ' e fo meane » ’ 

But banifhed to. kill me : Banifhed ? 

O Fryer, the damned vfe that word in hell • 

Howling attends it, how haft thou the heart 
Being a D.uine, a ghoftly Confcflbr, 

A finne Obfoluer, and my Friend profeft, 

0 mangle me with that word banifhed? 
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Fri. Thou fond mad man,heare roc a little fpeake, 

Ro. O thou wilt fpeake againe ofbanifttmeat. 

Fri. He giue thee armour to keepeoff that word, 
Aduerfxtics fweet milke, Philofophie, 

To comfort thee though thou art banifhed. 

Ro. Yet banifhed ? hang vp Philofophie, 

Vnlefle Philofophie can make a Juliet, 

Difplant a Townej reuerfe a princes doome, 

It helpes not, it preuailes not, talke no more. 

Fri. O then I fee, that mad men haue no cares, 

Ro. How fhould they, when wife men haue no eyes, 

Frt. Let me difpute with thee of thy eftate. 

Ro. Thou canft not fpeake of that thou doll not feele, 
Wert thou as young as I, lulitt thy loue, 

An hourc butmarried, Ttbalt murdered. 

Doting like me,and like me banifhed. 

Then mighteft thou fpeake. 

Then mighteft thou teare thy haire. 

And fall vpon the ground as I doe now. 

Taking the raeafure of an vnmade grauc. 

Nurftkuoekj. 

Fri. Arife, one knocks, good Romeo hide thy felfe, 

Ro. Not I, vnleffe the breath of heart-ficke grones 
Mift-like infold me from the fearch of eyes. 

Knock?. 

Fri. Harke how they knocke ( who’s there) Romeo arife, 
Thou wilt be taken (flay awhile) ftand vp. 

Knocke agatne. 

Run to my ftudie (by and by) Gods will. 

What fimpleneffe is this : I come, I come. 

Knocke. 

Who knocks fo hard ? whence come you ? what’s your will ? 
Enter Tjurfe. 

Nur. Let me come in, and you fhall know my errand : 

I come from Lady luliet. 

Fri. Welcome then, 

Nur. O holy Frier, O tell me holy Frier, 

,VVV'; ' & U ■ 
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Where’s my Ladies Lord, where’s Romeo, 

Fri, There on the ground. 

With his owneteares made drunke, 

Nur. O, he is euen in my Miftrefle cafe, 

Juft in her cafe. O wofull fimpathy : 

Pitious predicament, euen fo lyes fhee, 

Blubbring and weeping, weeping and blubbring, 

Stand vp, ftand vp, ftand and you be a roan. 

For Juliets fake, for her fake rife and ftand ; 

Why fhould you fall into fo deepe an O : 

Rem. Nurfe. 

Nur. Ah fir, ah fir, death’s the end of all. 

Rom. Spakeft thou of luliet ? how is it with her ? 

Doth not fhee thinkeme ah old murtherer. 

Now I haue ftaynd the child-hood of our ioy. 

With blood remoued, but little from her owne ? 

Where is fhee ? and how doth (bee ? and what fayes 
My conceald Lady to our canceld loue ? 

Nur. Oh, fhee fayes nothing, fir, but weeps and weeps . 
And now fals on her bed, and then ftarts vp, 

And Til? alt calls, and then on “Romeo cryes. 

And then downe falls againe. 

Rom. As if that name (hot from the deadly leuell of a gu 
Did murther her, as that names curfed hand 
Murdrcd her kinfman. Oh tell me Frier, tell me. 

In what vile part of this Anatomic 
Doth my name lodge ? Tell me, that I may faeke 
Thehatefull manfion. 

Fri. Hold thy defperatc hand : 

Art thou a man ) thy forme cryes out thou art t . 

Thy tcares arc womanifh, thy wild a#s denote 
The vnrcafonable furie of a beaft : : 

Vnfeemely woman in a feeming man. 

And ill befeeming beaft in feeming both. 

Thou haft amax’d me. By my holy Order, 

I thought thy difpofition better temperd. 

Haft thou flaine7i^/f/ wilt thou flay thy felfe ? 
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And flay thy Lady, that in thylifc lyes. 

By doing damned hate vpon thy feife ? 

Why raylcft thou on thy birth ? the heauen and earth? 
Since birth, a^d heauen and earth, all three doc meet 
In thee at once, which thou at once wouldftloofe. 
Fie, fie, thou fhameft thy ftiape, thy loue, thy wit, 
Whichlike aVfureraboundft in all: 

And vfefl none in that true vfe indeed, 

Which fhould be decke thy ftiape,thy loue, thy wits 
Thy noble ftiape is but a forme of waxc, 

Difgrefling from the valour of a man. 

Thy deare loue fworne, but hollow periurie, 

Killing that loue which thou haft vowd to chcrilh, 
Thy^witj-that ornament, to ftiape and loue, 
Miffe-ftiapen in the conduit of them both: 

Like powder in a skill-lefle Souldiers ftaske. 

Is fet a fire by thine owne ignorance. 

And thou difmembred with thine owne defence. 
What, rowfe thee man, thy Juliet is aliue, 

For whofe deare fake thou waft but lately dead. 
There art thou happy, Tib Alt would kill thee. 

But thou fleweft Tibalt , there art thou happy. 

The Law that threatned deathbecomes thy friend, 
And turnes it to exile,there art thou happie. 

A packe of bleflings lights vpon thy backe, 
Happineffe courts thee in her beft array* 

Bus like a misbehau’d and fullen Wench, 

Thou powts vpon thy fortune and thy loue : 

Take heed, take heed, for fuch dye miferable. 
Goeget thee to thy Loue as was decreed, 

Afcend her Chamber, hence and comfort her : 

But looke thou ftay not till ebe watch be fet, 

For then thou canft not paffe to M antua. 

Where thou ftialt liue till we can find a time 
To blaze your Marriage, reconcile your friends, 
Beg pardon of the Prince and call thee backe. 

With twentie hundred thbuland times more ioy 



Then ! 



bj Romeo 

Then thou wentft forth in lamentation. 

Goe before Nurfe, commend me to thy Lady, 

And bid her haften all the houfe to bed, 

Which heauie forrow makes them apt vnto, 

Romo is comming. 

T^ur. O Lord, I could haue ftayd here all the night. 

To hearegood counfell, oh what Learning is : 

My Lord, He tell my Lady you will come. 

Ro. Doe fo, and bid my Sweet prepare to chide, 

Nur. Here fir, a Ring (he bids me giue you fir : 

Hie you, make hartc, for it growes very late. 

Ro. How well my comfort is reuiu’d by this. 

Fri. Goe hence, goodnight, and here ftands all your ftatej 
Either be gone before the watch be fet. 

Or by the breake of day difguis’d from hence, 

Soiourne in ( JMantua, lie find out your man, * 

And he fhal! fignifie from time to time, 

Euery good hap to you, that chances here : 

Giue me thy hand, ’tis late, farewell, goodnight. 

Ro. But that a ioy paft ioy calls out on me. 

It were a griefe, fo briefe to part with thee: 

Farewell. 

- , , _ Exeunt, 

Enter o!d Capuiet, M/e W Paris. 

Ca. Things haue falne out fir fa vnluckily. 

That we haue had no time to moue our daughter 
Looke you, ftie lou’d her Kinfman dearely! 

And lo did I. Well we were borne to dye. ^ 

Tis very late, fhee 1 not come downe to night • 

•I promife you, but for your company 

I would haue beene a bed an houre agoe. 

M P r ,Thefctimes ofwo,affbord no times ro woe: 

Madam goodnight, commend me to your daugn.cr. 

Tn u ^ ’ lnd know her mind e > r h morrow 
To n,gh, (he ,s mewed vp to her heamne^ * 

Ofnv ^"f^^vill make a defperate tender 
y cmldcs l« ue . i thmkc Ihc Wi ll be tuide. 
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In all rcfpe&s by me : nay more; I doubt it not. 

Wife, goe you to her ere you goe to bed. 

Acquaint her here of my fonne Parte loue, 

And bid her, marke you me, on wendfday next. 

But foft, what day is this ? 

‘ Paris. Monday, my Lord. 

Ca. Monday, ha,ba, well wendfday is too fooue, 

A thurfday let it be, a thurfday tell her, 

Shee fhall be married to this noble Earle : 

Will you be ready ? doe you like this hafte ? 

Weele keepe no great adoe, a friend or two. 

For harke you, Tibalt being flaine fo late, 

It may be thought we held him carelefly. 

Being our kinfman, if we reuell much : 

Therefore weele haue feme halfe a dozen friends. 

And there an end, but what fay you to Thurfday ? 

Paris.lAy Lord, I would that thurfday were to morrow? 

Capu. Well, get you gone, a Thurfday,' be it then : 

Goe you to lultet ere you goe to bed, 

Prepare her, wife, againft this wedding day. 

Farewell, my Lord, light to my chamber, ho. 

Afore me, it is fo very late, that we may call it early by and by, 
Goodnighr. 

Exeunt, 

£»r*r Romeo and Iuliet aloft. 

In. Wilt thou be gone ? It is not yet ncarc day s 
It was the Nightingale, and not the Larke, 

That pierft the fearefell hollow of thine eare. 

Nightly flies fings on yond Pomgranet tree, 

Bcleeuc me *oue, it was the Nightingale. 

Rom. It was the Larke the Herald of the morne, 

No Nightingale; looke loue what enuious ftreakes 
Doe lace the l'euering clouds in yonder Eaft : 

Nights caddies sore burnt out, and iocond day 
Stands tip-toe on themiftie Mountaynes tops, 
Imuftbegoneandliue,.©rftayanddic. t 

It*. Yond light is not day light, I know it I: j 






It is fome Meteor that the Sunne exhales, 

To be to thee this night a Torch-bearer, 

And light thee on thy way to Mantua. 

Therefore ftay yet, thou needft not to be gone. 

Rp. Letme be tane, let me be put to death, 

I am content,fo thou wilt haue it fo. * 

He fay you gray is not the mornings eye, 

'Tis but the palereflcxe of Cinthia * brow. 

Nor that is not the Larke whofe notes doe beate 
The vaulty heauen fo high aboue our heads, 

I haue more care to ftay then will to goe : 

Come death and welcome, Iuliet wils it fo. 

How ift my foule, lets talke,it is not day. 

Ju. It is, it is, hie hence be gone away : 

It is the Larke that fings fo out of tune, 

Sttayning harfliDifcords, and vnpleafing Sharpes. 

Some fay the Larke makes fweetDiuifion. 

This doth not forfor die deuideth vs. 

Some fay the Larke and lothed Toad change eyes, 

O now I would they had chang’d voyces too : 

Since arme from arme that voyce doth vs affray, 

Hunting thee hence, with Huntfup to the day, 

0 now be gone, more light and light it growes. 

Romeo. Morelight and light, more darke and darke 

our woes. 

Enter Madame <i»</Nurfe. 

Nur. Madam. 

h*. Nurfe. f 

Nur. Your Lady Mother is comming to your chamber. 
The day is broke, be wary, looke about. 

/«. Then window let day in,and let life out, 

Ro. Farewell, farewelLonckiffe and He defeend. 

It*. Art thou gone fo Loue,Lord,ay husband, friend, 

1 muft hcare from thee euery day in the houre. 

For in a minute there ate many dayes, 

O by this count Iihall be much in yeares. 

Ere I againe behold my Romeo, 

H Ro. 
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Re. Farewell. 

3 will omit no oportunitie, 

That may conuey my greetings loue to thee. 

In. O thinkeft thou we fhall euer meetc againe ? 

Ro. 1 doubt it not, and all thefe woes (ball ferue 
For fweet difcourfes in our time to come. 

In. O God I haue an ill diuioing foule. 

Me thinkcs I fee thee now, thou art fo lowe. 

As one dead in thebottome ofaTombe, 

Either my eyc-figbt failes, or thou looked pale. 

And truft me loue, in my eye fo doe you: 

Dry forrow drinkes our bloud. Adue, adue. 

4 Exit. 

In. O Fortune, Fortune, all men call thee fickle, 

If thou arc fickle, what doft thou with him 
That is renowm’d for faith? be fickle Fortune: 

For then I hope thou wilt not keepe him long. 

But fend him backe^ 

Enter tMotber. 

La. Ho daughter, are you vp ? 

In. Who ift that cals? it is my Lady Mother 
Is fhc not downe fo late or yp lo early ? 

What vnaccuftom’d caufe procures her hether ? 

La. Why, how now luliet, 

Jn. Madam, I am not well. 

La. Euermore weeping for your Cozins .death? 

What wilt thou wafh him from his graue with teares ? 

And if thou could’ft, thou could’ft not make him hoe : 
Therefore haue done.fome griefe ftiewes much of loue, 

But much of griefe,(hewes ftill feme want of wit. • 

In. Yet let me weepe, for fuch a feeling lone. 

La. So (hall you fcele the Ioffe, but not the tnend 

Which you weepe for. 

In. Feeling fo’the Ioffe, ; 

Icannot chufe but cucr weepe the friend. 

La. Well Girle, thou weep ft not fo much (ot his dea > 
As that the Villainc Hues which flaughtered him. 
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jtt. What Villaine Madam? 

La. Thatfame Villaine Romes. 

I#. Villaine, and he be many miles a funder s 
God pardon him, I doe with all my heart ; 

And yet no man like he, doth grieue my heart. 

La. That is bccaufe the Tray tor Hues. 

In. I Madam, from the reach of thefe my hands : 

Would none but I might yenge my Cozins death. 

La. We will Haue vengeance for it, feare thou not. 

Then weepe no more, lie fend to one in Mantna % 

Where that fame banifht Runnagate doth line. 

Shall giue him fuch an accuftom’d dram. 

That he fhall foone keepe Ttbati companies 
And then I hope thou wile be facisfied. 

I*. Indeed I neuer (hall be fatisfied 
With ‘Romeo, till I behold him. Dead - 
Is my poore heart, fo for a Kinfman vext s 
Madam, if you could find out but a man 
To bcare a poy fon, I would t emper it : 

That Rewee fhould vpon receit thereof, 

Soone fleepe inejuier. O how my heart abhors 
To heare him nam’d and cannot come to him. 

To wreake the loue I bore my Cozin, 

Vpon his body that hath flaughtere dhim. 

Mo. Find thou the meanes, and ilc find fuch a man. 

But now lie tell thee ioyfull tiding Girle, 

In. And ioy comes well in (Uch a needy time. 

What are they, I befecch your La^^jip ? 

Mo. Well, well, thou haft a ca reffi father childe. 

One who, to put thee from thy heauineife. 

Hath forced out a fudden day of ioy. 

That thou expefts not, nor 1 lookt not for. 

In. Madam in happie time, what day is that ? 

CW# Marne my childe, early next Thuridiy monte. 

The gallant, yong, and Noble Gentleman, . 

ctHL Parts 81 Saint PeUr * Church, 

Snail happly make thee there aioyfull Bride. 

Hz 1* 
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The weft Lamentable Tragedie 

ltt. Now by Saint P tiers Church, and Peter too. 

He fhall not make me there a ioyfull Bride. 

I wonder at this haft.that I mud wed 

Ere he that fhould be husband comes to woo; 

I pray you tell my Lord and Father Madam, 

I will not marry yet, and when I doe, I fwearc 
It fhall be Romeo , whom you know I hate 
Rather then Paris , thefe arc newes indeed. 

Mer , Here comes your father,tcll him fo your felfes 
And fee how he will take it at your hands. 

Enter Capulet *»dNurfe. 

Ca. When the Sun fets, the Ay r e doth drifle deaw. 
But for the Sun-fet of my Brother* fonne, 

It raines downe right. 

How now a Conduit Girle, what (lift in teares. 
Eucrmore Ihowring : In one little body ? 

Thou counterfeits, a Barke, a Sea, a Wind : 

For Bill thy eyes, which I may call the Sea, 

Doe ebbe and flow with teares, the Barke thy body is: 
Saylingin this faltfloud,the windes thy fighes. 

Who raging with thy teares and they with them, 
Without a fudden calme will ouer fee 
Thy tempeft tofled body. How now w ife, 

Haue you deliuered to her our decree? 

La. 1 fir, but flic will none, fhe giues you thankes. 

I would the Foole wei e marryed to her Graue. 

Ca. Soft take me with you, take me with you Wife, 
How will flic none? doth fhe not giue vs thankes? 

Is fhe not proud ? doth fhe not count her bleft, 
(Vnworthy as fhe is) that we haue wrought 
So worthy a Gentleman to be her Bridegroome ? 

7 ».Not proud, you haue,but thankfull that you haue: 
Proud can I neucr be of what I hate, 

■ But thankfull eUenfor hate, that is meant loue, . 

C<*.How now,how now,chopt lodgickjWhat is this? 
Proud and I thanke'yQtl,find l thankc you not, 

^nd yet not proud ; Miftns minion you ? 

Thanke me no thankirigs,nor proud me no proud*, 
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of Rentes am} luket. 

But fettle your fine Ioynts gainftThurfdayneit, 

To eoe with Tarts to Saint Peters Church; 

Or I will dragge thee on a hurdle thither. 

Out you greenefickneffe carrion, out you baggage, 
You tallow face. 

La. Fie, fie, what are you madde? 
lu. Good Father, I befeech you on my knees, 
Hearc me with patience, but to fpcakea word. 

Fa. Hang thee yong baggage, difobedient wretch, 
I tell thee what, get thee to Church a Thursday, 

Or neucr after looke me in the face. 

Spcake not, replie not, doc not anfwere mee. 

My fingers itch, wife, wee fearee thought vs bleft. 
That God had lent vs but this onely child. 

But now I fee this one is one too much. 

And that wee haue a curfe in hauing her: 
Outonherhilding. 

jVwr. Godinheauenbleffeher; 

You are to blame my Lord to rate her fo. 

Fa. And why my Lady wifdome,hold your tongue, 
Good Prudence, fmatter with your goflips, goe, 

Nnr. I fpeake no treafon, 

Fa. OGodigedeu, 

Nnr. May not one fpeake? 

Fa. Peace you mumbling foole, 

Vtter your grauitie ore a Goflips bowle. 

For here wee need it not. 
m. You arc too hot. 

Fa. Gods bread, it makes mee madde. 

Day, night, houre, tide, time, worke, play. 

Alone, in companie, flill my care hath bin 
To haue her matcht, and hauing now prouided 
A Gentleman of npble parentage, 

Offaire demeans, youthfull and nobly allied, 

Stuft(as they fay) with honourable parts. 

Proportioned as ones thought would wifhaman. 

And then to haue a wretched puling foole, 
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A whining mammcc, in hesfoftiines tender. 

To anfwere.ile not wed, I cannot loue: 

I am too young* I pray you pardon me. 

But and you will not wed, ile pardon you. 

Graze where you will, you (hall not houfe with mee: \> 

Looke too’t, thinke on’t, I doc not vfeto ieft. 

Thutfday is neere, lay hand on heart, aduife. 

And you be mine, ile giue you to my friend, 

And you be not, hang, begge,ftaiue,dye i n the ftreets. 

For by my foulc, ile nere acknowledge thee, 

Nor what is mine (hall eucr doe thee good: 

Truft too’t, bethinke you , ile not be forfworne. Suit 

Inlitt. Is there no pittie fitting in the eloudes. 

That fees into the bottome of nay griefe? 

O fweet my Mother caft me not away. 

Delay this marriage, for a month, a weeke. 

Or if you doe not, make the Bridall bed 
In that dim Monument where Ttbalt lies. 

Mo. Talke not to me, for ile not fpeake a word. 

Doe as thou wilt for I hauc done with thee. 

Juliet. O God. O'Hurfe , how (hall this be preuented? 

My husband is on earth, my faith in hcauen. 

How (hall that faith returnc againe to earth, 

VnlelTe that husband fend it mefromheauen. 

By lcauing earth: comfort me, counfaile me: 

A lacke, a lacke, that heauen (hould practice ftratagems 
Vpon fo foft a fubiedt as my fclfe. 

What faift thou, halt thou not a word of ioy? 

Some comfort Nurfe, ("' 

"Nur. Faith here it is, Rpmeo is banilhed.and all the world 
That he dares nere come backe to challenge you: 

Or if he doe, it needs muft be my ftealth: 

Then fince the cafe fo (lands as now it doth, 

I thinke it bed you married with the Countic, 

O hees alouely Gentleman: 

Romeos a difhdout to him, an Eagle Madam 

Hath not fo grccne, fo quicke, fo fair* an eye ^ 




As Paris bath,be(hrow my very heart, 

I thinke you are happy in this fecond match. 

For it excels your firft, or if it did not. 

Your firft is dead, or twere as good he were. 

As liuing here and you no vfe of him. 

Its. Speakeft thou from thy heart? 

TS(ur. And from my foule too, or clfc belhrew them both, 
Ih. Amen. 

Nur. What? 

lu. Well, thou haft comforted me maruailous much, 
Goein.and rell my Lady I am gone, 

Hauing difpleafdc my Father, to Lovrenee Cell, 

To make confcflion.and to beabfolu’d. 

Nur. Marriel will, and this is wifely done. Exit, 
lu. Auncient damnation, O moft wicked fiend, 
h it more finne to wifti me thos forfworne. 

Or to difpraife my Lord with that fametongue, 

Which flic hathpraifde him with aboue compare 

So many thoufand times? GoeCounfcllor, 

Thou and my bofome henceforth (hall be twain*: 

Ile to the Frier to know his remedic, 

Ifall elfe failc,my fclfe haue power to die. Exko- 

Enter Frier anACouutit Paris. 

Fri. On Thurfday fir, the time is very fhort. 

Pa. My father Capulet will haue ic fo. 

And I am nothing flow to (lacke his hafte. 

Fri, You fay you doe not know the Ladies mind: 

Vneuen is the courfc, Hike it not. 

a ln l moc J eratel y weepes for Ttbults death. 

And therefore hauc 1 little talke ofloue, 

Forr^ fmiJes not in a houfe of teares. 

Now fir, her fathet counts it dangerous 

AnH:V° th r g i Uehc , r forrow fo «nuch fway: 

And mh 1S wifcdome hafts our marriaec, 1 

,.II. ?PP e inundation of her teares. 
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Noy» doe you know thejeafon of this hade? 

Fri. I would I knew not why it fhould be flowed, 
Lookefir here comes the Lady towards my Cell. 

Enter . Iuliet. 

Par. Happily met my Lady and my wife. 
lu. That may be fir, when I may be a wife. 

Pa. That may be muft be louc, on Thurfday next. 
lu. What muft be, {hall be. 

Fri . Thats a certayne text. 

Par. Come you to make confeflion to this Father? 
lu. To anfwere that, I fhould confefle to you. 

<Pa. Doe not denie to him, that you lotie me. 
lu. I will confefle to you that Hope him. 

So will ye, I am fure that you louc me . 
lu. If I doe fo, it Will bee of more price, 

Being fpoke behind your backe, then to your face. 

*Par. Poore foule thy face is much abufd with teares. 
lu, The teares haue got fmalLyidlorie by that, 

For it was bad enough before their fpight. 

Pa. Thou wrongft it more then teares with that report. 
lu. That is dander fir, which is a truth. 

And what I fpake, I fpake it to my face. 

Pa. Thy face is mine, and thou haft {hundred it. 
lu. It may be fo, for it is not mine owne. 

Are you at leafure, holy Father now. 

Or {hall I come to you at Euening Mafle ? 

Fri. My lcifure femes me, penfiue Daughter now. 

My Lord We muft intreatc the time alone. 

Pa. Godfhield, I fhould difturbe deuotion, 

Iuliet, on Thurfday early will I rowfeyee. 

Till then adue,and keepe this holy kilfe. E Xit ' 

lu. O £hut the doorc, and when thou haft done fo, 
Come weepe with me, paft hope, paft care, paft helpe. 
Fri. O Iuliet I alreadykpow thy griefe. 

It firaines me paft the cotupaffcvdftPy whs, 

Iheare thou muft, and notfripg^ay prorogue it, 

On Thurfday next be married to this Countie, 
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lu Tell me not Frier that thou heareft of this, 
Vnlcflc thou tell me how I may preuent it: 

If in thy wifdome thou canft giue no helpe. 

Doe thou but call my refolution wife. 

And with this Knife, lie helpe it preiently, 

God ioynd my heart, and Romeos , thou our hands 
And ere this hand by thee to Romeos kz\A : 

Shall be the Labell to another deed, 

Or my true heart with irechcrous reuolt, 

Turne to another, this {hall flay them both : 
Therefore out of thy long experien’it time, 

Giue me fome prefenr counfell, or behold 
Twixt my extremes and me, this bloody Knifi: 

Shall play the Vmpire, arbitrating that. 

Which the commiflton ofthy yeares and art. 

Could to no iflue of true honour bring : 

Be not fo long to fpeake, I long to dye. 

If what thou l'peak’ft, fpeake not of remedie. 

Fri. Hold daughter, I doe fpy a kind of hope. 
Which craues as defperate an execution. 

As that is defperate which we Would preuent. 

If rather then to marrie Countie Paris 
Thou haft the ftrength of will to flay thy felfe. 

Then is it likely thou wilt vndertake 
A thing like death to chide away this fliamc. 

That coop’ft with death himfelfe, to fcape from it. 
And if thou dareft, lie giue thee remedie. 

lu. Oh bid me leape, rather then marry Paris , 
From of the battlements of any T-wer, 

Orwalkein theeuifh wayes,or bid melurke 
Where Serpents are : chaine me with tortng Bcares 
Or hide me nightly in a Chamell houfe. 

Ore couered quite with dead mens ratling bones, 

Wiih reekie fhankes and yellow chaplefle ftuls': 

Or bid me goe into a uew maoe graue, 

And hide me with a dead than m hi* ftiroud, 

Things that to hcarc them told, hade made me tremble, 
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And I will doe it without fcare or doubt. 

To liue an vnftayn’d wife to my fweet Loue. 

b'ri. Hold then, goe home, be merrie, giue content 
To marrie Parie : wenfday is tomorrow. 

To morrow night looke that thi u lye alone. 

Let not thy Nurfe lye with thee in thy Chamber : 
Take thou this Violl being then in bed. 

And this diddling liquor drinke thou off, 

When prefently through all thy vcines Ihallrunue, 

A cold anddrowlie humour: for nopulfe 
Shall keepe his natiue progreffe but i'urceafe 
No warmth, no breath Ihall teffifie thou liueft. 

The Roles in thy lips and checkes {hall fade 
Too paly allies, the eyes windowcsfallj 
Like death when he fhuts vp the day of life 
Each part depriu’d of ftipple gouernme^t. 

Shall Ihffe and ftarke, and cold appcarclike death, 
And in this borrowed likeneffe of Ihrunke death 
Thou /halt continue two and fortie houres. 

And then awake as from a plcafam fleepe. 

Now when thcBridcgroomeinthe morning comes^ 
To rowfe thee from thy bed, thereart.thou dead : 
Then as the manner of our Gountrey h. 

In thy belt Robes vneouerd on the Beerc, 

Be borne to buriall in thy Kindreds graue;. 

Thou (halt be borne to that fame ancient vault, 
Wheieall the Kindred of thf Capuletj lye. 

In themcane time again!) thou fiialt awake. 

Shall Romeo by my Letters know our drift,. 

And hither lhall he come,and he and I 
Will watch thy waking, and that very night. 

Shall Romeo beare thee hence to c JHantna .. 

And this-fhall free thee from this prefent 111 ante,. 

If no inconftant ioy nor womanifh fearc. 

Abate thy valour in the ading it. 

In* Giue me, giue me, O tell me not of feare. 

Sri* Hold getyou gonc,be flrongandprofperous 






SfRmtlMd hitch 

In thi* refolue, He fend a Frier with fpeed 
To with my Letters to thy Lord. 

he. Loue giue me ftrength, and rtrength Hull helpe afford: 
Farewell deare Father. • Exeunt* 

Enter Father Capulct, Mother, Nttrfc, and Ser - 
umgmenytwo or three. 

£a. So many guefts inuite as here are writ. 

Sirrah, goe hire me twentie cunning Cookes. 

Ser. You lhall haue none ill fir, for i|c try if they can licke 
their fingers. 

Ca. How can 11 thou try them fo ? 

Ser. Marrie fir , ’cis an ill Cooke that cannot licke his owne 
fingers: therefore hethat cannot licke his fingers goesnoe with 
me. 

C*. Goe be gone, we (hall bemuch vnfurniflit for this time# 
what is my daughter gone to Frier Lawrence} 

Nur. Iforfootb. 

Ca. Well he may chance to doc feme good on her, 

A pceuilh fclfe-will’d Harlotry it is. 

£»<#rluliet. 

X*"- See where flie comes from flirift with merrie looke. 
How now my bead-ffrong, where haue you bccnc gad® 

In. Where I haue learnt to repent the fin 
Of difobedient oppofiiion. 

To you and your behefts, and am enioyn'd 
By holy Lawrence , to fall prollrate here. 

To begge your pardon, pardon I befcechyou. 

Henceforward lam euerruld by you, * 

Ca. Send for the Countic, goe tell him of this, 
lie haue this knot knitvp to morrow morning. 

It*. 1 met the youthful! Lord at Lawrence Cell 
And gaue him whatbeconimedloue I might. 

Not llepping ore the bounds of modrftie. 

C. Why I am glad on't, this i, well. Hand ye. 

Thmiastfeouldbf, IcemefeetheCotra,,.. P 
"wmt.goclfjy, and letch him hithee. 

> » Mew 
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The weft Lament Able Tragedtt 

Now afovc God, this reuerend holy Frier. 

All our whole Citie is much bound to him. 

Iu. Nurfe, will you goe with me into my Clofet, 

To helpe me f6rt fuch nredfull ornaments, 

As you thinkefit tofurnifh me to morrow ? 

Mo. No not till Thurfday, there is time enough. 

Fa. Go Nurfe, goe with her, week to Church to morrow. 

Exeunt, 

Mo. Wo (hall be fhort in our prouifion, 

'Tis now ncare night. 

Fa. Tufh,I will ftirre about. 

And all thing* fliall be well, I warrant thee wife : 

Goe thou to luitet, helpe to deck vp her, 

lie not to bed to night, let me alone: / 

lieplay the hufwiie for this once, what ho? 

They arc all forth, well I will walke my felfe 
To Countie Pam. to prepare vp him 
Againft to morrow, my heart is wondrous lighf. 

Since this fame wayward Girle is fo reclaim’d. 

Exeunt. 

E#/*rTiiliet and Nurfe. 
lit. rthdfe attyres are beft, but gentle Nurfe 
I pray thee leaue me to my felfe to night : 

For I haue need ofmany Orifons, 

To moue the Heauens to fmile vpon my ftate. 

Which well thou knoweft, is crofle and full of finite. 

Enter Mother, 

Mo. What are youinifie ho? need you my helpe ? 
lu. No Madam, we haue culd fuch neceffaries 
As are behoofefullfor our Rate to morrow : 

So pleafe you let me now be left alone, 

A>'d let the Nurfe this flight fit vp with you. 

For I am fure, you haue your hands full all, 

3nthis fo fudden bufinefle. 

Mo. Goodnight. 

Get thee to bed and reft* for thou baft need. 



£xtunt, 
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lu Farewell, God knowes when wefhaH meetc agaijie. 

I haue a faint cold fear* thrills through my veines. 

That almoft freezes vp the heate of life: 
lie call them backe againe to comfort me, 

N#rfe y what fhould fticc doe here? 

Mv difmall Sceane I needs rauftaft : alone. 

Come Viall, what if this mixture doe not worke at all? 

Shall I be married then to morrow morning? 

No, no, this (ball forbid it, licthou there, 

What if it be a poyfon which the Fr^eri 
Subtilly hath miniftred, to haue me dead, 

Leaft in this marriage he fhould be difhonourd, 

Becaufe he married me before to 
3 feare it is, and yet me thinks it fhould not. 

For he hath Hill beene tried a holy man. 

How if when I am laid into the Tombe, . „ 

I wake before the time that Romeo 
Come to redeeme me, theres a fearefull point; 

Shall I not then be Riffled in the Vault? 

To whofe foule mouth no healthfome ayre breaths ip, 

And there die ftrangled ere my Rerpeocofaps. 

Or ifl hue, is it not very like, , 

The horrible conceit of death and right. 

Together with the terror of the place, 

As in a Vault, an ancient receptacle. 

Where for thefe many hundred yeeres the bones 
Of all my buried Aunceftors are packt. 

Where bloody Tihalt yet but greene in caijth. 

Lies feftring in his fhrowd, where As they fay, 

At fome hourcs in the night, fpirits rclort: 

Alacke, alacke, is it not hkc that I 
So early waking, what with lqjuhfome fmels. 

And fhrikes like mandrakes torne out of the earth. 

That liuing mortalls hearjog them runne mad* 

Or if I wake, fhall I not be diHzaught, 

(Ir.uiiot eo wuh all thcffhidmusfearesj 
And madly play with my forefathers ioynesf 1 
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And plucke the mangled Ttbalt from his Ihrowde, 

And in this rage, with foroe great kinfmans bone. 

As with a club da(h out my defpcrate braines. 

O lookc, me thinks I fee my Cozins Ghoft, 

Seeking out Romeo that did (pit his body 

Vpon a Rapiers point: (lay 7i£<*/r flay; „ 

Romeo, Romeo, Romeo , hercs drinke,I drinke to thee. 

Enter Lady of the houfe and TJurfe. 

La. Hold, take thefe keyts, ard fctchmore fpices Nurfe. 
Nnr. They call for Da tes and Quinces in the Paflric. 

Enter old Capulet. 

Ca. Come, ftit, ttir, ttir, ihefecond Cocke hath crowed, 
The Cutphew Bell hathroung, tis three a dockc: 

Lookc to the bakte meates, good %/ingeUta, 

Spare not for cod. 

Nnr. Goe you Cot-queane, goe. 

Get you to bed, faith youle be fickc to morrow 
For this nights watching. 

Cd. No not a whit, what? I haue watcht ere now 
All night for lefle caufe, and nerc beene ficke. 

La. I you haue bin a moufe-hunt in your time. 

But I will watch you from fuch watching now. 

Exit Lady and Nurfe. 

Cd. A iealous hood, a icalous hood.no w fellow, what is there? 

Enter three or four e with jpits and logs and baskets. 

Eel. Thingsfor the Cooke hr, but I know not what. 

Ca. Make hafte,. make hafte firrah, fetch drier Logs. 

Cali 'Peter, he willfhc w thee where they are. 

Fel. I haue a head fir, that will find out Logs, 

And neuer tro ublcPr/rr for the matter. 

Ca. Maffc an d well kid, a merrie horfon, ha. 

Thou (halt be Loggerhead; good faith tis day. 

Plaj Mnfieke. 

The Co untie willbeherewithmufickeftraight. 

For fo he fai d he 'would, I heare him neere. 

Nurfe, wife, what ho , what Nwfe I lay? 

£»rerNuife. 

Goe waken Ittlkt, goe and trim her vp, 



m. 
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^ ~ ~ 

lie goe and chat with ‘Paris, hie, make hafte,' 

Make hafte, the Bridegroome, he is come alrcadie, make hafte 
I fay. 

Urn. Miftris,what Miftris, Uliet, faft I warrant her (he. 
Why Lambe, why Ladie, fie you (luggabed. 

Why Loue I fay, Madam fweet heart, why Bride : 

What not a word, you take your penni worths now, 

Sleepe for a weeke, for the next night I warrant 
The Countie Paris hathfet vp his reft, 

That you (hall reft but little, God forgiue me. 

Marrie and Amen : how found is (he a fleepc • 

Imuft needs wake her : Madam, Madam, Madam, 

J,Iet the Countie take you in your bed, 

Hcele fright you vp yfaith, will it not be? 

What drell, and in your clothes^ and downe againe ? 

I muft needs wake you, Lady, Lady, Lady. % 

Alas, alas, helpe, helpc, my Ladie's dead. 

Oh wcladay, thateuer I was borne 
Some Afra-vita ho, my Lord, my Lady. 
tMo. Whatnoyfeis heere? ^ 

Alnr. O lamentable day. 

Mo. What is the matter ? 

W*r.L°akc t looke, oh heauie day. 

Af». O me, O me, my child, my oneJy life • 

Reuiue, lookc vp, or I will dyewith thee: 

Helpe,helpe,callhelpe. 

Her bloudb £5 and^Ioynu* amfliffc^* 
vJI a r her like an vntimdy froft 

M *‘ ° Wofullti mec 
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The moft Lamentable Tragedk 



Fa.~ — --zz A l_. 

Tyesvpmy tbngue and will dot let mefpcake. 

Enter Frier And the Countie, with the Mufti ant. 
Fri. Come* isthe Bride readie to goe to Church ? 

Fa. Ready to goej but neuer to returne. 

O Tonne, the night before thy wedding day, 

Hath death laine with thy wife, theie fh* lyes. 

Flower as file wasy defidwred by him, 

Death is my Tonne in law, death is my heire, 

My daughter he hath wedded, I will dye, 

And leaue him all, life, liuing, all is deaths. ■ 

Paris. Haue I thought long to fee this rtiomingfface, 
And doth it giue me Tuch a fight as this ? 

Mo. Accurft, vnhappy, wretched hateful! day, 
Moft tniTerable houre that ere time Taw 
In lading labour of his Pilgrimage; 

But one poore one, one poore and loutrig childe, 

But one thing to reioyce and lolace i’ri, 

And cruell death hath catcBt it from my fight. 

Nur. O wo, O wofull, wofull, wofull day, 

Moft lamentable day, moft wofuil day. 

That euer, eucr, I did yet behold, 

O day,0 day, O day, O hateful 1 day, 

Neucr was feene fo blaeke a day as this, 

O wofull day, O wofull day. 

Paris. Beguild, diuot ced, wronged ,fpighted, flame, 
Moft deteftable death, by thee beguild. 

By cruell, cruell thee, quite ouerthrowne, 

O loue, O life, not life, but loue in death. 

Fat. Defpifde,diftrefled, hated, martyrd, kiid, 
Vncomfortable tirtifc, Why camft thou now, 

To number, murthef our folemtiitie ? 

O child, O child, my foule and not my child, 

Dead art thou.alacke my child is dead, 

And with my child my ibyes ate btf?ifcd, 

Fri. Peace hofor {hame, confufions , carehuesno 
In thefe confufions, Heauen and your ielte 
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oart i„ this faire Maid, now Heauen hath all. 

And all the better is it for the Maid: , 

Your part in her, you could not keepe from death. 
But Hcaueri keepes his part in eternall life : 

The moft you fought was her promotion, 

For’twas your Heauen fbe fhould be aduanfr. 

And weepeye now, feeing (he is aduanft 
Aboue the Cloudes, as high as Heauen n fclfe. 

G in this loue, you loue your- child To ill, 

That you run mad, feeing that fhe is well : 

She’s not well marryed, that Hues marryed long, 

Buc (he’s beft marryed, that dyes marryed yong. 

Dry vp your teares, and fticke your RoTemarie 
On this faire Coarfe, and as the cuftome is. 

And in herbeft array beare her to Church : 

For though fome nature bids vs all lament. 

Yet Natures teares arc Reafons merriment. 

Fa. All things that we ordained Feftiuall, 

Turne from their office to blackeFum rail : 

Our Infiruments to melancholy Bels, 

Our wedding the -.re to a fad buriall Feaft : 

Our folemne Hymncs to fullen Dyrges change : 

Our Bridall powers ferue for a buried Coarfe : 

And all things change them to the contrarie. 

Fri. Sir goe you in ; and Madam, goe with him s 
And goe fir Paris euery one prepare 
To follow this faire Coarfe vnto her graue : 

The Heauens doe lowre vpon you for fome ill : 

Mous them no more, by crofting theirbigh will. 

Exeunt manent Mufici. 

Mtifi. Faith we may put vp our pipes and be gone. 
Nur. Honcft good-fellowes, ah putvp,putvp, 
For well you know.this isa pittifull cafe. 

Fid. I by my troth, the cafe may be amended. 

Exeunt omnes. 

Enter Peter. 

Pet. Mufitions,Oh Muficions.hatts eafe,harts cafe. 





WHJl TZfflTJJJ&WP i ragicu? ^ 

O, and you will haue me Hue, play hearts eafe, 

Fidler Why hearts cafe? 

Peter. O Mufitions, becaufe my hart ic felfe piaies , my hart 
is full of woe. 

.O play me fome merry dumpe to comfort me. 

Min fir els. Not a dump we, tis no 4 i me to play now. 

Tet. You will not then? 

Min. No. 

Pet. I will then giueityou foundly. 

Min. What will you giue vs? 

Pet. No money on my faith, but the gleeke. 

I will giue you the Minftrell. 

UWtn. Then will I giue you the fc-ruing creature. 

Pet , Then wil I fay the feruing creatures dagger on yourpate* 
I will carrie no Crochets, ile Re you,ilcFayou doyounoteme? 
Mt». And you Re vs, and Fa vs, you note vs, 
i.tM. Pray you put vp your dagger, and put out your wit. 
Peter. Then haue at you with my wit. 

Iwill drie-beate you with an yron wit,& put vp my yron dagger. 
Anfwere me like men. 

When griping griefes the hart doth wound,, then mufique,with 
her filuer found. 

Why filuer found , why muficke with her filuer found, waht 
fay you Simon Catling? 

C Mw. Mary fir, becaufe filuer hath a fwcet found. 
pet. Pratee,what fay you Hugh Rebick? 

7.M. I fay filuer found, becaufe Mufitions found for filuer. 

* Pet . Pratee to, what fay you lames found pofl? 

3 ,M. Faith I know ftot what to fay. 

Pet, O I cry you mercy, you. are the Singer. 

I will fay for you; it is Muficke with her filuer found, 

Becaufe Mufitions haue no Gold for founding: 

Then Muficke with her filuer found with fpeedy helpe doth 
lend red reffe. 



Exit. 



— — vj-p.vmtv tinu umet: ' 1 

Min, Whatapeftilentknaueisthis fame? 

M.z. Hang him Iacke, come weele inhere, tarrieforthe 
Mourners, and flay dinner. 

Exeunt. 



Enter Romeo. 

Re. Ifl may truft the flattering truth offleepe. 

My dreames prefage fome ioyfull newes at hand. 

My bofomes Lord, fits lightly in his throne:i 
And all this day an vnaccuftomd fpirit, 

Lifts me aboue the ground with checrefull thoughts.’ 

I dreampt my Lady came and found me dead. 

Strange dreames that giues a dead man leaue to think. 

And breathd fuch life with kiflfes in my lips. 

That I reuiude and was an Emperor. 

Ah me, how fweet is loue it felfe poffeft, 

When but loues fhadowes are fo rich in ioy, 

Enter Romeos man Balthazer. 

Newes from Verona , how now Balthazer} 

Doft thou not bring me Letters from the Frier ? 

How doth my Lady, is my father well? 

How doth niy Lady IuhetHhit I aske againe, 

For nothing can be ill, if flice be well. 

Man. Then (lie is well , and nothing can be ill 
Her body fleepes in CWpe/f monument. 

And her immortall part with Angels liues, 

I faw her laid low in her kindreds vault. 

And prefently tooke pofte to tell it you: 

O pardon me for bringing thefe ill newes. 

Since you did leaue it for my office Sir. 

Ro. Is it euen fo? then I denie you flarres. 

Thou knoweft my lodging, get me inke and paper. 

And hire port horfes, I will hence to night. 

Man, I doe befeech you fir, haue patience: 

Your lookes arc pale and wild, and doe import 
Some miladuenturc. 

R«. Tuflh thou art deceiu’d, 

Leaue me, and doc the thing I bid thee doc. 

K z Haft 

“ i i 






The rmJFLamerttable l mgme 

Haft thou no Letters to me from the Frier ? 

Man. Norny good Lord. 

£xit a 



T?, Nb matter, get thee gone, 

And hyre t ho e Horl'es, He be with thee ftraighc. 
Wil luliet, 1 will lye with thee to night : 

Lets fee for meancs, O mifehiefe thou art fwift. 

To enter in the thoughts of defperate men: 

I doe remember an Anpothecarie, 

And here abouts adwels, which late I noted 
In tattred weeds, with ouer- whelming browes. 
Culling of Simples, meager were his lookes, 

Sharpe miferie bad worne him to the bones : 

A rid in his needy (hop a Tortoys hung, 

An AlHgater ftuft, and other skinnes 
Of ill fhap’c fifhes, and about his fhelues, 

A beggerly account of emptic boxes, 

Greene earthen pots, bladders and muftie feeds. 
Remnants of packthred, and old Cakes of Rofefr 
Were thinly featured, to make vp a (hew. 

Noting this penury, to my felfe I faid, 

An if a man did need a poyfon now, 

Whofelale is prefent death in Mantua, 

Here liues a Caitiffs wretch would fell it him. 

O this fame thought did but fore-run my need, 

And this fame needie man muft fell it me. 

As I remember, this fliould be the houfe, 

Being holy day, the Beggers fhop is fhut. 

What ho Apothecarie: 

tsfppo. Who cals folowd? 

. Zorn. Come hi ther man, I fee that thou art poore. 
Hold, there is fortie Duckets, let me hauc 
A dram of poyfon, fuch foone fpeeding geare, 

As wrlldifperfe it felfe through all the veincs, 

That the life-wearie-takcr may fall dead, ■ 

And that theTruncke maybe difcharg’d of breath, 
As violently, as haftie powder fierd 
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— — vjwvmiV UNU M T T T t. 

Doth hurry from the fatall Canons wombe. 

Poti Such mortall drugs I haue , but Mantua* law 

Isdeathtoanyhethatvtcersthem. 

Ko. Art thou fo bare and full of wretchednefle, 

And fcareft to die, famine is in thy cheekes, 

Neede and oppreflion ftaru eth in thy eyes. 

Contempt and beggery hangs vpon thybacke: 

The world is not thy friend, nor the worlds law. 

The world affords no law to make thee rich; 

Then be not poore, but breake it and take this. 

<p 0 . My pouerty, but not my will confents. 

Ro. 1 pay thy pouerty and not thy will. 

Po. Put this in any liquid thing you will. 

And drinke it off, and if you had the ftrength 
Of twenty men, it would difpatch you ftraight. 

There is thy Gold, worfe poyfon to mens fouls, 
Doing more murthers in this loathfome world, 

Then thefe poore compounds that thou mai’ft not fell, 
I fell thee poyfon, thou haft fold me none. 

Farewell, buy foode, and get thy felfe in flefli. 

Come Cordiall and not poyfon, goe with me 
To /«#**/ graue, for there muft I vfe thee. 

Exeunt 

Enter FVwrlohn to Frier Lawrence. 

I oh. Holy Francbfcan Frier, brother, ho. 

Enter Lawrence. 

Law. This fame fliould be the voice of Frier Iohn, 
Welcome from Mantua : what fayes Romeo } 

Or if his mind be writ, giue me his Letter. 

lob. Going to find a barefoote brother out, * 

One of our order to affociate me. 

Here in this Citie vifitihg the ficke, 

And finding him, the Searchers of thetowne, 

Sufpe&ing that we both were in a houfe. 

Where the infectious peftilence did raigrte. 

Scald vp the doores, and would not let vs forth. 

So that may fpeede'to Mantua there was flaidc. 

...... *3 
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Exit. 



Law. Who bare my Letter then to Romeo > 
lobn. I cold not fend it, here it is againe. 

Nor get a Meflcnger to bring it thee. 

So fearefull weretbey of infection. 

Law. Vnhappie fortune, by my Brdth.er-hood, 

The Letter was not nice, but full of charge, 

Of deare import, and the negledfing it. 

May doe much danger : Fryer lohn goe hence, 

Get me an Iron Grow and bring it ftraight 
Vntomy Cell. 

lobn Brother lie goe and bring it thee. 

Law. Now mufl I to the Monument alone, 

Within this three houres will faire lulitt wake, 

Shec will belhrew me much tha tP s omeo 
Hath had no notice of thefe accidents: 

But I will write againe to Mantua, 

And kcepe her at my Cell till Romeo come, 

Poore Jiuing Coarfe, clos’d in a dead mans Torobe. 

Exit . 

EnterVzxisandhis Page. 

Par. Giue me thy Torch Boy, hence and Band aloofe, 

Yet put it out, for I would not befeencj 
Vnder yond yong trees lay thee all along, 

Holding thy eare clofe to the hollow ground. 

So (hall no foot vpon the Churchyard tread. 

Being loofe, rnfirme with digging vp of Graues, 

But thou (halt heare it, whiffle then to me, 

As fignall that thou heareft fomething approch, 

Giue me thofe flowers, doe as I bid thee goe. 

Pag. I am almoft afraid to Band alone 
Here in the Churchyard, yet i will aduenture. 

par. Sweet Flower, with flowers thy Bridall bed I ftreWi 
O yvoe, thy Canapie is duft and ftones. 

Which withfweet water nightly I will dew. 

Or' wanting that, with teares diftil’d by moncs j 

The Obfequies that I for thee will keeper N’ htly 
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of Romeo mdluliet. 

Nightly (hall be, to drew thy graue and weepe. 

Whittle Boy. 

The Boy giues warning, fomething doth approch. 
What curfcd foot wanders this way to night. 

To erode my Obfequics and true Loues right ? 

What with a Torch? muffle me night a while. 

Enter Romeo and Balthazer/&« man. 

Ro. Giue me the Mattock and the wrenching Iron. 
Hold take this Letter, early iB the morning 
See thou deliuer it to my Lord and Father, 

Giue me the light; vpon thy life I charge thee. 

What ere thou heareft or feeft, (land all aloofe, 

And doe not interrupt me in my courfe. 

Why T defeend into this bed of death. 

Is partly to behold my Ladies face ; 

But chiefly to take thence from her dead finger* 

A precious Ring : a Ring that I muft vfe. 

In deare ett)ployment,thcrefore hence be gone : 

But if thou iealousdoft returne to pry 
In what Ifarther (ball intend to doe. 

By Heauen I will teare thee ioynt by ioynt 

And ftrew this hungry Churchyard with thy lbnmes . * 

I he time and my intents are fauage wilde, * / 

More fierce and more inexorable farre, 

Then emptie Tygers.or the roring Sea. 

? c I W , iU , be g n nC fir ’ and not rouble you. 

T iif Hf°A ? T fll?W me ^ r ' en< l(bip,take thou that* 

L S d p b,? P ,T Pe 7 U S ’ an , d , farcwe11 g° od ^llow. 
Hiflo V 0 Tf th ' S fa, }? e » ilc hide me here about. 
Hislookes J feare, and his intents I doubt. 

Go?o’/ °u dete , ftable mawe > thou wombe of death, 

gatS? lh V de3lCft m0rfcl1 of the earth: T 

And il !i r rC t th y r ° ttcn iawes to °?™> 
pin defpight lie cram thee with more food. 

That murdred i a i banifi ^ hau S ht,c MomtagHc, 
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And here is come to doe fome villanous (harae 
To the dead bodies : I will apprehend him, 

Stop thy vnhall.owed toyle, vile Mountagne : 

Can vengeance be purfu’d further then death ? 
Condemned Villaine, ldoe apprehend thee. 

Obey and goe with me, for thou muft dye. 

Ro. I muft indeed, and therefore came I hither. 
Good gentle youth, tempt not a defperateman. 

Five hence and leaue me, thinke vpon ihefe gone, 
let them affright thee. 1 befcech thee Youth, 

Put not another finne vpon my head. 

By vrging me to furie, O be gone. 

By Heauenl loue thee better then my felfe. 

For I come hither arm’d againft my felfe : 

Stay not, be gone, hue, and hereafter lay, 

A mad mans mercic bid thee runne away. 

par. I doe defic thy commiferation. 

And apprehend thee for a Fcllon here. 

Ro. Wilt thou prouokeme? then haueatthee Boy. 
Pare O, Lord, they fight, I will goe callthe watch. 
Tar. O I api fl aine, if thou be mercifull. 

Open the Tombe, lay me with info*. 

Ro. In faith! will, let me perufe this face, 
CMerctiiios Kinfman, Noble Countie^w, 

What faid my man, when my betoffed (oule 
Did not attend him as we rode? I thinke 
He told me Paris fhould haue marryed Juliet, 

Said he not fo ? or did I drearoe it fo ? 

Or am 1 mad, heating him taike of 
To thinke it was fo ? O giue me thy hand, 

One, writ with me in fowre misfortunes Booke. 

He burie thee in a triumphant graue. . . 

AGraiie; O no, A Lainiiomejilaughtred Yout . 
For here lyes Met, and her beautiemakes 
Tuis Vault a feafting prefence full of light. 

Death ly e thou there by a dead man inter , 

How oft when men are at the point Oi deal , 
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Mi ue they beene merrie? which their Keepers call 
A lightning before death > Oh ho w may! 

Call this a Lightning? O my Loue my Wife, 

Death that hath fuckt the Honey of thy breath. 

Hath had no power yet vpon thy beauttc : 

Thou art not conquer’d, beauties enfigne yet 
j* Crimfon in thy lips, and in thy checkes. 

And Deaths pale flag is not aduanced there. 
fib alt lyctt thou there in thy bloudy Iheet ? 

O what more fauour can I doe to thee. 

Then with that hand that cut thy youth in twatne. 
To funder his that was thine enemic ? 

Forgiuc me Couzcn. Ah deare Juliet. 

Why art thou yet fo faire ? 1 will bcleeue, 

Shall I bcleeue, that vnfubftantiall death is amorous? 
And that the leane abhorred Monftcrkecpes 

Thee here in darke to be his Paramour? 

For feare ofthat.l (fill will flay with thee. 

And neuer from this palace of dimme night 
Depart againc; here, here will I remayne. 

With Wotmei that are thy Chambcrnaaydcs t O here 
Will I fet vp my euerlaft ing reft : 

And (hake the yoke of inaufpicious ftatres 
From this World-wearied fli(h,eycslookeyourlaftt 
Armcs take your laft embrace : And lips, O you 
The doores of breath, feale with a righteous kiffe 

A datclefle bargaine to ingroflrng death : 

Come bitter conduct, come vnfauourie guide. 

Thou defperate Pilot, now at once run on 
The dafliingRockes, thy Sea-ficke weary Barke s 
Here’s to my Loue. O true Apothecary; 

Thy Drugs are quickc.Thus with a kiffe 1 dye. 

Enter Frier with Larttbtrwe, Crow and S fait* 

Fri. Saint Francisbe my fpeed, bow oft to night 
Haue my old feet Humbled at graucs? Who’s there ? 
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Balt. Heres one, a friend, and one Chat knowes you well. 

Tri. Bliffcbe vpon you. Tell me good my friend 
What torch is yond that vainclylends his light: 

To grubs and eyelefle fcullcs, as I difeerne, 

It burneth in the Cerpcls monument, 

"Balt. It doth fo holy fir, and theres my matter, one thstyoa 
loue, 

Fri. Who is it? , ‘ 

Balt. Romeo. 

Fri. Ho w long hath he bin there? 

Balt. Full halfean hourc. 

Fri. Goc wichmetotbeVauit. 

Balt. IdarenotSir. r - 

My Maftcr knowes not but I am gone hence. 

And fearefuliy did menace me with death, 

If I did flay tolookeonhisenlchts. 

Fri, Stay, then ilcgoealorte^fjtare comes vponmci 

0 much I feare fome iil’vnlnckictbihg# !; ,;:n > > 

Balt. As I didfleepe vnderthis young tree here, 

1 dreampt my mafier and another fought,. 

And that my maftcr flew him. 

Fri. Romeo. 

Alackc,alacke, what bloud is (his which ftaines ^ l 

The ftony entrance of this Sepulchre? 

What mesne thefe maflcrleffeand goatie fwords 
To lie difcolour’d by this place of peace? 

Romeo , oh pale: who elfc, what Par it too? 

And fteept in bloud? ah.what an vnkind houjc 

Is guilt e of this lamentable chance? 

The Lady flirs. , . 

JttU. O comfortable Frier, where is my Lord. 

I doe remember well where 1 fliould be: 

And there I am, where is my Romeo} 

Fri. I hearc fome noyfe Lady, come from that nel. 

Of death, contagion,an<j vnnaturall fleepe; 

A greater power then we can contradict 
Hath thwarted our intents, conte, come away, 

• Vi Ik ». c 
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Thy husband in thy bofome there lies dead; 

And ParUtoo, come ile difpofe of thee, 

A none a Sifter-hood of holy Nunnes; 

Stay nottoqucftion.for the watch is comming. 

Come, goc good Ittliet, 1 dare no longer flay. 

Exit. 

luli. Goc get thee hence,for I will not away, 

Whats here? a cup clofd in roy true loues hand? 

Poyforrl fee hathbecnehistimelclfc end: 

O churle, drinke all,and left no friendly drop. 

To helpe me after, 1 will kiffe thy. lips, 

Happly fome poy fon yet doth hang on thenij 
To make me die with a teftoratiue. 

Thy lips arc warme. 

Enter Boy and Watch. 

Watch. Leade boy, which way? 

Inli. Yea noife? then ile bebriefe. O happy dagger. 

This is thy {heath, there ruft and let me die. 

Boy. This is the place, there where the torch doth burne. 
Watch. The ground is bloody, fearch about the Churchyard, 
Goe fome of you, who ere you find, attach . 

Pittifull fight, here lies the Countie flaine, 

And Ittliet bleeding, warme, and newly dead; 

Who here hath lainc thefe two dayes buried, 

Goe tell the Prince, runne to the Capnltts. 

Raife vp the Mount agues, fome others fearch. 

We fee the ground whereon thefe woes doe lye. 

But the true ground of all thefe piteous woes, 

We cannot without circumftance defery. 

Enter Romeos man. 

Watch. Heres Romeos man , we found him. in. the Churchyard. 
Cbitfc Wi »tch. Hold him in fafety, till the Prince come hither. 

Enter Frier, and another Watchman, 

1 >Wat #h. Here is a Frier thar trembles, fighes , ami yveepes. 

L a wee 
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We tooke this Mattocke and this Spade from him, 

As he was comining from this Churchyard fide. • 

chiefe Watch. A great fnfpition, flay the Frier too, too* 
Enter the Prince. 

Prin. What mifaducnture is fo early vp, 

That cals our perfon from our mornings reft ? 

Enter Capulct and his Wife. 

Ca. Whatflioulditbe that they fo fhrike abroad ? 

Wife. O thepeople in the ftreet cry Rpmeo, 

Some Juliet , and fome Paris, and all runne 
With open out-cry ep ward our Monument. 

Prin. What feare is this which ftartles in your eares ? 
Watch. SouereignCjhere lyes the Countie Taris flaine, 

And Rmeo dead, and Usliet dead before, 

Warmcand newkild. 

Prin. Search, feeke and know how this foulc murder comes,. 
Watch. Here is a Fr/er,and flaughtred Romeos man. 

With Inftrumcntsvpon them fit to open 
Thefe dead mens Tombes. 

Cap. O Heauen ! O Wife! looke how our Daughter bleeds 1 
This Dagger hath miftane.for loe his houfe,, 

Is emptie on the backe of Mount ague. 

And ismifheath'd in my Daughters bofome, 

Wi. O me, this fight of death, is as a Bell 
That warnes my old age to a Sepulcher. 

JS»<erMountague. 

Prin. Come Mount ague, for thou art early vp 
To fee thy fonne and Irene, now early downe. 

Mom. Alas, my Liege, my wife is dead to night, * 

Griefe of my fonnes exile hath ftopt her breath. 

What further woe conlpircs againft my age ? 

Prin. Looke and thou fhalt fee., 

•b Mom. Gthou vntaugbt, what manners is in this, 

To prelfe before thy father to a graue ? 

Prin. Sejle vp themonetb of outrage for a while, 

Till we can clcere thefe ambiguities, 

And know their fpiing, their head theirtrue defeent, ^ 
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And then willl be Generali of your woes, 

And lead you euen to death : meanetime forbeare, 

And let mifchance be flaue to patience. 

Brine forth the parties of -fufpmon, 

Prt* I am the grcateft^ablcto doc lcaft. 

Yet mod fufpe&ed as the time and place 
Doth make againft me of this direful! murtber t 
And hearelftand both to impeach and purge 
My fclfe condemned, and my felfe excufde. 

SPr<».Then fay at oncewhat thou doft know in this? 
frier. I will be briefe, for my (hort date of breath 
Is not fo long as is a tedious Tale. 
je«w«>there dead, was Husband to that Juliet, 

And fhe there dead, that ‘Romeo’s faithfull wife; 

I married them, and their ftolne marriage day 
Was7^/«doomefday, whofe vntimely death, 
Banifh’t the new-made Bridegroome from this Citie, 
For whom, and not for Tib alt, Juliet pin’d. 

You, to remoue that fiegc of griefe from her, 

Betroth’d and would haue married her perforce. 

To Countie Taris. Then comes (he to me, 

And with wild lookesbidme deuifefomemeanes 
To rid her from this fecond Marriage : 

Or in my Cell there would ftiekill her felfe. 

Then gauc I her (fo tuterd by my art) 

A fleeping potion, which fo tooke effect 
As I intended, for it wrought on ht t 
The forme of death, mcane time I ‘writ to Romeo 
Thathefhould hither corneas this dire night. 

To helpe to take her from her borrowed graue. 

Being the time the potions force fhould ccafe. 

But he which bore my Letter, Frier John, 

Was ftayedby accident, and yefternight 
Returned my Letter backe, then all alone 
At the prefixed hourc of her waking, 

Came 1 to take her from her Kindreds Vault, „ 

Meaning to keepe her clofely at my Cellj, u . 
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Tilt T conuenicntly could fend to ‘Ffmt. 

But when I came fome minute ere the time 
Ot her awrking, here rntimely lay, 

The noble t Paris l and true Romto dead. 

She wakes, and I intreated her come forth 
And beare this worke_of Heauen with patience % 

But then a noy fc did fcarc me from the T ombe, 

And (he too defperate would not goe with me s 
But as it feemes, did violence on her lelte. 

All this 1 know, and to the Mariage her Nurfe is priuys 

And if ought in this mifcarryed by my fault, 

Let myold life be facrific’d fome hoiire before the time, 
Vnto the rigour of feuereft Law. 

*Prin. We ftillhaucknownethee for a holy man, 
Where’s Romos man ? what can he fay to this ? 

•Btlth. 1 brought my Matter newes oilHliots death, 
And then in poft he came from fJMoxtua, 

To this fame place. To this fame Monument 

This letter he early bid me giue his Father, 

And threatnedme with death, going in the Vault, 

ifl departed not, and left him there. 

prin. Giue me the Letter, I will looke on it. 

Where is the Counties Page that rais’d the yratch ? 
Sirrah what made your Matter in this place • 

< 2?tf».He came with flowers to ftrew his Ladies grauc, 
And bidme ttand aloofe, and fo I did, 

Anonccmes one with light to ope the Tombe, 

Andby and by my Matter drew on him, 

Thctt couife ofLocethe tidings of her death, 

And here he wrices that he did buy a P°y lon 
Of a poorc Pothecarie, and there wifchall. 

Came to this Vault, to dye and lye wither. 

Where be thefe enemies ? Capultt,^ 0 l 
See what a fcourge is laid vpon your hate? . 

That Heauen finds mcanes to kill your loyeswi > 
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And 1 for winking at your difeords too, 

Haue loft a brafe of Kinfmcn, all are punifht. 

Cop. O brother Mottutogxe, giue me thy hand, 
This is my daughters ioynturc, for no more 
Can I demand. 

Motto. But I can giue thee more, 

For I wili rayfe her ftatuc in pure gold, 

That whiles ZferoHA by that name is knowne, 

There fHall no figure at that rate befet, 

As that of true and faithful! Ixltet. 

Cop. As rich (hall Romms by his Ladies lie, 

Poore Sacrifices ofour enmitie. 

Prin. A glooming peace this morning with it brings. 
The Sun for forrow will not fhew his head : 

Goe hence to haue more talke of thefe fad things. 

Some (hall be pardoned, an d fome puniflied. 

For neuer was a Scorie of more woe, 

Then this of JuUet and her %pmeo. 



1 ! 



? I N J S. 





10 20 



30 



40 



50 



60 



70 



80 



90 



100 






DEPARTMENT OF MANUSCRIPTS 

Record of Treatment, Extraction, Repair, etc. 
of W3§. no LS> 



Particulars 

TtKjl rcdh cUeel . fcftoCt&fuff 



MSS SR7 7/75 7961 351136 8m H&S(P)Ltd Gp841 



Name 



y 



20 30 40 50 60 70 80 90 100 110 120 130 140 150 160 170 180 190 200 210 220 230 240 250 260 270 280 290 300 





10 



20 



30 



40 



50 



60 



70 




100 




200 210 



220 



230 



240 



250 260 270 280 290 300 



